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Sylvia was shopping, she liked shopping it took her mind off her life. The cards she had been dealt were tough and the narrow freedom of the afternoon drew her to new areas of the city of San-Francisco. 

She glanced at her reflection in the sheen of the shop window, she looked as though she belonged in this busy metropolis but she knew she did not. She was pretty -too pretty- her hair was jet black, her face oriental but with large dark western shaped eyes. Her breasts were full and pronounced; her waist thin and her hips shapely; men liked her; one man in particular liked her, controlled her!   

She remembered being that innocent schoolgirl of a few years ago, born into the poverty of a small village in the Philippines, she looked at her reflection again, she looked so western and wondered whether her father was in fact her real father? 

That was no disgrace in her country it was just a part of life, a fact! Men came for sex with the women, it was cheap, easy, disposable and Sylvia knew from an early age that her destiny was the brothels of Bangkok. She could have au paired in Hong Kong but she knew that her English was not sufficient to meet the high standard the western women expected for their measly dollars. 

That was before her parents introduced her to Philippe; she had only been 18, sweet, young and innocent; she remembered blushing when they were first introduced as though he were her first date. Philippe was American, tall, broad, with mousy blonde hair that fell across his forehead like a wave, he was young, attractive, only 32 and Silvia’s parents considered him a wonderful catch for their daughter and possibly one less mouth to feed in their burgeoning family. Philippe had been very respectful to her parents, he explained how much he liked her and discussed taking her to America where he would marry her, take care of her, for a girl like Sylvia, he was a prize indeed!

Her parents had instructed her to go out with Philippe; to please him and on their very first outing together he took her back to his hotel and took away her virginity and innocence. Sylvia recalled his roughness, there had been no tenderness, foreplay, care; she was taken like an object, an animal used only for his pleasure and release. She had never experienced sex before but it repulsed her, it had been painful, demeaning utterly without any sense of wonderment or enjoyment and she marvelled how men could find it so entertaining. 

Philippe was nice enough to her afterwards, he bought her a meal and told her in broken English, “How boeeteefull,” she was, 

Sylvia smiled and ate; she didn’t like the tall American with piercing green eyes that made her blood run cold, but liking and choice were not meant to be a part of the young girl’s life. She was told to spend the week with the man and night after night, he would have sex with her, sometimes keeping her away from her family until the morning. Silvia’s initial discomfort and pain during the intercourse changed to a vague disinterest, she felt and received nothing from the man and lay there as he penetrated her, a spectator in her own misfortune. 

The man however was happy, he was in love; that’s what he informed Silvia’s parents and after some squabbling over dollars Silvia was embarked on way to a new life in America with only a small doll to remind her of home. Her parents told her Philippe was going to marry her, they were pleased for her and the girl tried to be pleased for them. The money that they received would help her family, the family she knew she would never see again. She looked out the window of the 747; saw the island of her home disappear into the clouds and tried not to cry. 

Initially life with Philippe was acceptable, even good, the girl marvelled at the wonder of America, it was a revelation and the lifestyle impressed and fascinated her. Philippe organised English lessons for her, bought her beautiful clothes and provided her with the most wonderful home, his home, high in the hills. 

She was at his beck and call for sex and she approached her obligation with impassive resolve. She could have accepted her role to him in exchange for the opportunity that being wife to a rich western man had to offer. But the weeks flew to months and then to years and the marriage promised to her parent never transpired. She lived as Philippe’s wife, in the beautiful home in the hills but she knew she was not. 

As her English and awareness increased she realised that she was nothing more than an illegal immigrant, now totally under the whim of her partner or ‘master’.

She realised that at any stage Philippe could inform the authorities and she would be deported back to the Philippine where a nightmare life awaited her, it was a frightening thought. Philippe however was becoming equally frightening, his sexual demands were becoming more intense, perverse, and after having her he would threaten her that if she failed to please him he would arrange for her to go directly to a large brothel in her home country. 

She knew it was no false promise, Philippe had strange and sinister friends and he made it perfectly clear to her that if anything untoward happened to him; if she did anything he did not approve of, her life in America, and the small pleasures it offered her would end!

The sex was just tolerable, but in recent months her had taken to physically and verbally abusing her, she was always, “A tart, a prostitute!”  

He would force her to have oral or anal sex; anything he wanted and appeared to take pleasure in the pain and discomfort he administered. He insisted that she dress in the most provocative and trashy manner possible, to encompass the terrible words he called her and she had all afternoon to find an outfit that would please and arouse him. Silvia tried not to think about the evening and she threw back her dark, black hair, and concentrated on one of her few joys, the afternoon, the shops and a credit card burning a hole in her purse.

She decided to remove her obligation to Philippe as quickly as possible; she chose a sheer body suit from the best lingerie shop in town, she knew he would like it, it was demeaning, it spoke of her subservience and her submission. The suit revealed all of her, her large breasts, her belly and the rich, darkness between her slender thighs, Silvia liked the fineness of the material, but she hated the fact that she wore it purely to please a man she despised, a man that controlled her completely.

She paid the $300 and slipped the package into her shoulder bag, she had stopped long ago relating her expenditure to what it would have bought in the Philippines; it was just too bizarre. It was only 2p.m.she did not have to be home until 6p.m, she was free, a strange freedom but one that she treasured, and she drank in the warm sun and wandered aimlessly about the sprawling town. She entered a seedier part and ignored the whistles and catcalls of the men, they all wanted the same thing; in her short life she knew that they always wanted the same thing! She looked around, she was in China Town; an area she had never seen before; she turned into one street, then a side alley and she was looking at the most amazing shop she had ever seen. 

A green dragon with bright yellow eyes was above the entrance door; it was calling her; entreating her to go inside. There was a thin almost invisible red mist around the frontage and unable to resist the temptation she entered through the shop door, hearing a soft, gentle gong as she did so. The shop was dark, but the mist was more apparent, it seemed to infiltrate all areas. The interior was full of objects and artefacts; they seemed to spring out at her through the bloody haze; dragons, statues and strange shapes mixed into the swirl. 

Silvia jumped in fright when she heard the sound of a soft oriental voice from the corner of the room. A small, distinguished man appeared; he wore a blue satin gown and a skullcap, embroidered with red dragons that sat on top of a wizened, lined, oriental face; his blue eyes glowed like embers through the red mist. 

“I can help you?” The man whispered in broken English, “I can help you?”

Silvia smiled at his pigeon English, hers’ had been a lot worse but a few years ago. She looked at the small man, she noticed close up that his hair was white, as was his thin moustache that went from under his nose seemingly to the floor, “I’m just looking,” she said.

“For a change?” the man asked quirkily.

“Yes” Silvia smiled, her face taking on an air of innocence and youth that she felt was fast disappearing. 

“Yes, I am looking for a change,” she said quietly.

The man walked out from behind a red counter that seemed to gently come in and out of focus; she was only 5 foot 8 inches yet she towered above the frail old man. 

“Come,” he said, “I can help you?” 

He gently guided her to the rear of the shop and picked up a small delicate mirror with an ornate ivory base. 

“You want to change?”

Silvia’s dark eyes watched the man and the object with wonderment. 

“Tonight,” He meandered, in a magical, mystical voice. 

“When the moon is full, put his blood and your blood in here.” 

He pulled out the base and showed her the silver compartment. 

“And your life will become his and his life will become yours.” 

Silvia laughed out loud. 

“That would be too wonderful,” she cried disbelieving every word the old man said; he was not amused. 

“I can help you?”

“I’ll take it,” Silvia shouted not wishing to offend the inscrutable gentleman. 

She enjoyed the sentiment of the old man’s vision and that in it-self was sufficient reason for the purchase. She opened her bag and withdrew a wad of dollars and did not stop placing them into the man’s thin scrawny hands until he was satisfied he had been paid in full. He took the object to the counter and wrapped it up carefully, his eyes again seeming to burn through the mist like a neon sign; they burned into Silvia’s dark eyes and he whispered. 

“Only at full moon…it will work…you want a change…I can help you.” 

Silvia took the object and left the shop feeling, lighter, better, than she had in years, she ambled up the road; she had enjoyed the shop, the strange old man and his tales and resolved to return again. She turned to try to remember the place, the location and gasped, the green dragon with the translucent yellow eyes had disappeared and the shop, the crazy shop with the red mist was no where to be seen!       

Silvia had no time to ponder her thoughts, she glanced at her watch, it was 5.30p.m if she was not home at 6.00pm there would be trouble! She found her old Mercedes sports and sped towards the hills, towards her master Philippe. She was too frightened to enjoy the richness of the affluent suburb high above the town and was pleased and relieved when the electric gate drew open and she still had a few minutes before 6p.m.   

She dashed up the spiral staircase and into the shower; cleansed and perfumed her body before drying quickly and slipping her new outfit on. She clipped the small studs on her crotch into place, applied some make-up and looked at her reflection. She looked like a tramp, a prostitute, Philippe would be pleased, or at least Silvia hoped he would be pleased.

She heard the sound of a car enter the path and ran downstairs to greet him. She stood to attention in the hallway the new negligee fitting tightly around her voluptuous body; she felt her breasts pushing against the fine material and her bushy sex visible for her master’s pleasure. Philippe walked in majestically, confidently; he was dressed in a Lacosse T shirt, white jeans and small round sunglasses that made him look like a film star, or so he liked to think!

“My own little whore,” he greeted her, inspecting her as if she were no more than an inanimate object. Silvia stood like a statue, cold and stony, expecting anything. Philippe put his hand against her breast and squeezed it firmly. 

“You fucking bitch,” he said, “How much did this cost me?”

“$300.00,” she said quietly and was jerked backwards as Philippe hit her hard on the face with all his force, marking her with a bright red stain. 

“I’ll tell you when to speak,” he snarled. 

He undid the studs on her crotch and pulled the soft material back to expose her vagina. 

“This is all you are,” he sneered and inserted his fingers inside her coarsely. Silvia pretended to be aroused by his rough treatment of her but she was repulsed.

“Just a dirty cunt,” Philippe continued, “I should have left you in the Philippines with your lousy parents.” 

He looked at her contemptuously “$500.00,” he said, “They got a real bargain for you!”            

He guided her hand to his zip and watched as Silvia knelt down, removed his erect penis and started to suck him. His cock was long and hard but the act brought no pleasure to the young girl, it was a duty that she had to accept as with her lowly position in life. Philippe soon ejaculated into her mouth and wiped himself clean on her beautiful shoulder length black hair.

“You’re such a dog,” he smiled, rubbing the semen into her face, “Now go and make me some food.”

He marched upstairs to change and shower, Silvia straightened herself up and went into the kitchen to prepare some pasta and shivered in fright when she heard Philippe scream for her furiously.

She literally ran up the stairs and Philippe thrust a finger at her, it was bleeding profusely. 

“You stupid bitch,” he exploded “You left the razor out!”

Silvia didn’t argue but grabbed a tissue and sat him on the bed to tend his wound. The ornament she had purchased earlier that day was to hand and she withdrew the silver base and let Philippe’s excess blood fall into it rather than drip onto the white linen bed sheet.

In seconds the emergency was ended, the blood was stemmed but Philippe was not satisfied. He instructed Silvia to stay still and after entering the bathroom re-emerged with the guilty razor.

He sat next to her and, slowly, sadistically let the sharp bright edge cut her finger that he held fast in his hand. He smiled, wickedly as her blood flowed freely into the same small, silver receptacle. 

“Don’t let it drip on my bed…and let this be a lesson to you… be more careful in the future.”

Silvia held back the tears, they had dried inside her a long time ago and after wrapping a tissue around her finger, she placed the silver contained back at the base of the object. She placed it high on a shelf by the window and looked at it admiringly; she did not wish anyone to damage her precious, beautiful, ornate mirror.

She returned downstairs and completed her culinary obligations; she was still in the body suit and Philippe condescended to let her leave to put a plaster around her cut. She sat opposite him, her large breasts seemingly resting on the granite table. 

“You bore me,” Philippe stated, “I’m thinking of inviting Paul, Ricky and their wives over tomorrow… think I’ll let my pals fuck you… just for the fun!”

“Please no,” Silvia implored, but her partner’s cold green eyes displayed a hardness, ruthlessness and cruelty that filled her with dread. 

There were no options open to her, she either had a rich, miserable life here or to try to escape, a temporary freedom until she was found by the immigration and returned to the Philippines. The brothels of Bangkok awaited her and she knew that Philippe’s treatment of her would be tame by comparison.

Suicide had briefly flashed through her mind but she looked at the knife and knew that she could never hurt herself in that way, ever!

Philippe burped; he had finished his food and he walked into the lounge to watch the baseball without any recognition of the wonderful meal she had prepared for him. Silvia tidied up and softly walked into the lounge to ask if there was anything else she could do? 

“Get me a beer,” he said sharply. 

Silvia went to the fridge and gave him a cold bottle. 

He looked at her. 

“Go to bed and… when I’m ready I’ll come upstairs and fill that hairy cunt of yours.” 

He put his arms around Silvia’s slim waist and pulled her close to him. He unbuttoned her crotch again and played with her sexual organ as if he were stroking his pet cat.

“ This cunt is mine,” he laughed, “I paid for it and… I’m gonna get real good value for money out of it!”     

Sylvia tried not to squirm in discomfort and escaped upstairs, she slipped into their bed and tried to sleep but she could not. She thought about the funny little Oriental man “I can help you” he had said, over and over. 

Silvia felt like crying but her heart was beyond such self-pity; she knew nobody could help her.

Silvia was just drifting to sleep when she felt herself being roughly handled; her thighs were forced apart and Philippe was on top of her, inside her, taking her like an animal until he had released. He stank of beer, he disgusted her and without a word between them he rolled over onto his back and went to sleep.

Silvia felt the semen inside her, on her new outfit and felt physically sick, she turned her back to him, closed her eyes to block out the world, the small cruel world she inhabited and descended into a deep, mournful, magical, sleep.

Sylvia never saw the small ornate mirror catch the rays of the full, bright moon then slowly cast, an eerie red mist around the room. It lingered above the bed where she slept with Philippe, mingled and shimmered in the pale light then, in a sudden rush deposited itself into the two dormant bodies and disappeared. 

Philippe awoke, he felt strange, drunk probably, he concluded. It was early morning the light was still poor and the moon was still luminous in the clear winter sky. 

He dragged himself to the bathroom, his chest felt heavy and his legs light, his clothes strange and flimsy. He switched on the light and gasped! There in the mirror was Silvia, he was dressed in her clothes; her see-through body suit was tight around him. It was Silvia’s body, big breasts with large brown nipples, a slim waist, thick black pubic hair, white semen stains around the crotch of the suit. He looked in the mirror again and blinked, he could see her long black hair on his shoulder, her young innocent face, he was her; he was Silvia!

He didn’t hear the sound from behind him and jumped as he felt a strong arm hold him fast around his new slim belly.

“Hello darling,” a familiar voice said. He saw in the mirror, his former self, standing behind him. 

“What have you done?” he raved but only heard Silvia soft voice come out of his mouth in a rush. 

His old body held him fast and he felt a male hand gently caress his soft belly, “This is what you are now Philippe,” a familiar voice said soothingly. 

He could do nothing as the clips on his crotch were released and he was looking at Silvia's vagina, his vagina between his legs!   

Philippe felt fingers invade his sex and reeled in horror as his new body started to respond. 

“Getting horny are we, Philippe?” Sylvia said as she felt the wetness there. 

Silvia had acclimatised herself to her new body much more quickly than Philippe and she had the advantage of knowing exactly what sexual buttons to press, and how to arouse her former self.

Philippe was in turmoil he gazed ashen faced at the body in the mirror, he could feel the vagina between his thighs moisten; his nipples harden. 

“I’m going to kill you” he gasped but then grimaced as Silvia inserted her fingers deep inside her former body.

“If you do,” she replied, “Remember what you had in store for me!”

Philippe’s mind raced, he remembered that he had made arrangements, terrible arrangements for Silvia in the event anything happened to him, she was to be transported to the seediest whore house in Bangkok, the thought was not appealing.

Philippe’s vagina was now sodden and his thighs apart, Silvia showed it to him in the mirror and played with it, caressing it with her masculine hand. 

“I’m going to show you what being a whore really is,” she whispered to him, “You’re going to be the dirtiest little whore the world has ever seen.” 

Philippe screamed but only Silvia’s voice could be heard. 

“I won’t…I won’t.”

Silvia dragged him to the bed by his new long black hair grateful for the strength in her male body, Philippe tried to struggle but he was no match for his old self.

“If you don’t behave,” Silvia threatened angrily, “I’m going to send you off first thing in the morning.” 

Philippe stopped fighting and Silvia re-commenced her attentions on her old body, his new sexual organ was sodden and Philippe gasped as he saw his former cock, erect and now poised between his, now, feminine thighs. 

“No…no…no” he groaned. 

Silvia just smiled and slowly, tantalisingly, inserted her new long penis deep inside her former body and started to roughly fuck her tormentor. 

Philippe was in turmoil, the body he was in was responding like a woman but his mind was in denial. To his horror he heard himself mumbling and moaning as his hips ground automatically to meet the thrusts. 

Philippe felt his body tense then shudder and his brain explode into a thousand colours; he looked up and saw his old face staring coldly down at him. 

“Did little Philippe have an orgasm?”

Philippe just groaned as he felt the cock still inside him, it was a surreal experience, like having sex with himself, but this body, his new body was responding like a woman. He was a woman!

Silvia withdrew herself from inside Philippe and she was amazed how easy it had been for Philippe to achieve an orgasm in his new form.

She had woken before her former master and had been equally shocked by the transformation. Then she remembered the ornament; the mysterious shop; the old Chinese man and put the pieces of the miraculous puzzle together.

It had taken her an hour to learn how her mind could control her new body; she became erect when she had thought about the punishment she could inflict on Philippe. The delicious irony of a male chauvinistic pig like Philippe experiencing the degradation of a woman in Silvia’s terrible circumstances was, intoxicating.

Silvia knelt over her former master and looked at her long erection and the fear on her former master’s face. It was a pretty face, her face!

It excited Silvia, not only to degrade Philippe, but let him discover the pleasures of sex that she had never found with him. Silvia put her new male hand on her cock and started to wank herself over his face, Silvia was turned on and it reflected in the size of her erection.

“I think you should see what is going to be a feature of your life little lady,” Silvia muttered. 

She saw the horror in Philippe’s new dark eyes and grunted to a climax covering his face in rich, white semen. Silvia rubbed the white liquid into his skin, his mouth and his nose and Philippe felt he was going to vomit, his male mind was repulsed at the smell and the treatment of the new female form he inhabited.

Silvia lay back on the bed in triumph, she reached over and ripped the soiled body stockings off Philippe until he was naked and she let her new male hand explore Philippe’s voluptuous body for the first time. 

Silvia gently rubbed his breasts; his belly then let her hands stroke his crack and thick, curly pubic hair. 

“Remember,” she said threateningly, “If anything happens to me… remember what happens to you!”

She drifted into a fitful sleep and awoke in shock, what a dream she’d had, but she felt her body, her wonderful new male body, and remembered, it was real! She was Philippe and Philippe was now Silvia. She felt herself becoming erect again at just the delicious thought of it and she rejoiced at her good fortune.

Silvia shook Philippe roughly and he jerked into life, it took him a second to remember who he now was and he glared at his former self. 

“Have a shower,” said Silvia to her bed companion. 

“You stink… then come down for breakfast and…wash your vagina dear,” she said dryly.

Philippe moved himself dejectedly towards the bathroom and tried not to notice the large breasts lying heavily on his chest or the black mass of hair between his thighs. He was embarrassed at his new form and found it difficult to clean himself even in the privacy of the shower cubicle. He let the strong jets of water massage his breasts and extract the semen from his vagina without the discomfort of touching either area and was relieved when he could wrap one of the large white towels around his body to dry himself.

He instinctively went to his own wardrobe and put on a blue pair of boxer shorts and after quickly realising that his clothes no longer fitted him, he put on a white T-shirt that covered his new shape and allowed him to pretend that it was all just a dream. Philippe trooped dutifully downstairs where Silvia filled his old dressing gown and was preparing him coffee and toast. 

“Tut tut,” she teased him looking at his shapeless clothes. 

“You’re a girlie now, we can’t have you dressing like that, we’ve got to prepare you for your new life.”

Philippe sat down and sipped his coffee. 

“I’m going to kill you,” he snarled but again could only hear Silvia’s soft voice escape from his mouth. 

Silvia laughed and looked at him coldly with her new green eyes. 

“I’ve already spoken to Walter- your wonderful solicitor- I’ve told him that I may send you home straight away. Do you understand your position?”

Philippe sensed the heaviness of his breasts, his nipples protruding through the thin white material of his shirt and began to realise fully that he was now clearly in Silvia’s former dilemma. He had no choices, no choices at all!

Silvia watched as the reality hit Philippe then continued. 

“You, are going to do exactly as you are told. You are going to learn how to be a tart, a whore, a prostitute and… do you know what?”

Philippe’s dark eyes blinked weakly.

“You’re going to enjoy it… love it!” Silvia said, “…What are you going to do Philippe?”

Philippe looked at the floor and saw his slender feet. 

“Exactly as I am told,” he responded softly, not believing a word he was saying.

Breakfast was soon finished and Silvia made Philippe wash up then took his petite hand and led him upstairs to the bedroom, an outfit was laid out for him on the bed. 

“ If you are going to lead my old life, Philippe, you must dress the part take those silly male clothes off.”

Philippe sadly removed his last vestige of masculinity and stood like a statue as Silvia dressed him, a tiny pair of blue cotton panties were pulled around his hips and crotch, then a white shirt and finally a short grey skirt that showed off his long slender young legs. Silvia stood back and admired him and stroked his long black hair. 

“You’ll go to the tennis club, I’ve packed your clothes in my… your tennis bag…go and be… me!” she instructed him calmly. 

“But if I hear of one complaint about your behaviour I will send Tony, the chauffeur to take you straight to the airport, all those tourists in Bangkok will just love to get in here!”

She reached down and stroked his crack and smiled in satisfaction as she felt how quickly Philippe, in his new body responded. 

“I might just fuck you myself before I go.” 

Silvia teased him and Philippe reeled in panic as he felt Silvia’s male fingers inside his underwear and vagina again. She pushed him back onto the bed and lowered his panties a little more; she inserted her tongue into his moist hole and was delighted to hear Philippe start to moan with pleasure.

Philippe could not believe how easily his new body became aroused and he almost wanted Silvia to place her cock inside him to release the tension that was building. Silvia stopped her foreplay with him and took a final lick of his wetness. 

“Time to go to work sweetie,” she whispered, “Remember, one false move and you’re Bangkok pussy!”

Silvia left the house, she took Philippe’s new Rolls and drove slowly towards the office, she was confident that she knew enough about his business to muddle through and she started to feel her cock harden again when she thought what was in store for her lovely Philippe.

Philippe waited for the wetness in his panties to subside and he straightened his flimsy clothing trying to ignore his long legs peeking from under his short skirt and set off for the tennis club as instructed. 

He had no options that he could think of other than to go along with the charade for the moment. He glanced at his reflection again in the rear mirror, his young innocent beautiful face; he saw his breasts firm and large and felt his exposed slender legs. He felt weird, he had nothing manly between his thighs; it felt like a void but one that kept pulsing as if it was trying to tell him something. He tried not to contemplate his circumstances and closed his eyes as if it were a mere dream.

He arrived at the club and slid out of the sleek, black Mercedes, Tony, the black chauffeur, had driven him. Someone waved and he instinctively waved back as if he knew them. 

“I’ll wait for you miss,” the chauffeur said quietly.

Philippe ignored the man; he walked towards the reception of the exclusive club and was again acutely conscious of the lack of anything solid or masculine around his crotch. The warm air wafted under his short dress caressing his panties and gave him the strangest tingling sensations. He felt distinctly vulnerable in these clothes and this body and he hated it, especially the way his cheeks burned as his body pumped.  

He drifted through the marble, glass, flora and mirrors of the elegantly decorated reception trying to ignore the feminine reflection that seemed to follow him everywhere. He was a little early and went into the bar and he immediately saw Betsy and Toni, the wives of his two best friends. He had fucked them both in his former body and instinctively felt pleased to see them.

He approached them and without warning suddenly found him self in a maelstrom of abuse. 

“What are you doing talking to us? You Philippine trash,” Betsy said, her blonde hair and small mouth belying the viciousness inside her. 

Toni was like a ‘Barbi-doll’ copy of her and continued in the same vile, vein, “You should be in a brothel somewhere, not with decent people like us!”     

Philippe was dumbstruck, speechless and reeled back as if he had been hit. 

“We only speak to you when you’re with Philippe… I don’t know why he ever paid so much money for you?” Toni laughed. 

“Now fuck off, Silvia you trash… and leave us alone.”

The girls turned their backs to him leaving Philippe only to look at their bleached blonde hair, resplendent as the refracted light from the stained glass windows illuminated it like some cheap brassy halo! He staggered out of the bar and towards the locker room to change. Those girls, those bitchy girls had been so cruel to him. 

“No” he thought, “To Silvia.”

He started to undress and noticed that a man had come out of the shower; he was staring at him, Philippe was about to say something when suddenly he realised where he was, he was in the men’s locker room! He rose quickly ignoring the man’s hardening erection and ran to the relative safety of the ladies changing room where he found Silvia’s locker.

He removed his clothes, it felt strange taking off his underwear and skirt but he gritted his teeth and got on with it. 

He put on the outfit Silvia had provided for him, a tiny white tennis dress and small frilly white panties that could easily be seen under the hem. The panties hardly covered his thick black pubic hair and he looked at himself in the mirror he saw how shapely and sexy he looked! 

His breasts seemed so large and obvious -Silvia had not enclosed a bra- his legs so long and his crotch seemed to be a focal point of him as if inviting men to notice.

A young girl winked at him as he left the locker room. 

“Going to feel some balls,” she said laughingly and Philippe ignored her and walked into the pro’s room.

Bud, the tennis coach was just limbering up, he had on nothing but a jockstrap and Philippe, embarrassed went to turn around and wait outside.

“It’s OK,” he said, “I’ll be ready in a minute. Do your remember what I’ve taught you?”     

Philippe shrugged aimlessly. 

“I don’t think you do,” Bud said, “Please turn towards the wall.”

Philippe placed his two hands onto the cold white walls and felt Bud behind him.

“Legs apart,” he said, “And push your bottom out.”

Philippe bent forward placed his legs apart and jumped as he felt Bud’s hands on his ass then in an instant, inside his panties then, inside him! 

“No…no” he grunted but the virile man’s cock was already at the entrance to his rear vagina and Philippe could only push the wall helplessly as Bud started to enter him, then fuck him. 

He tried to resist the pull of the sex but his new femininity responded enthusiastically to the young man’s energy and he felt himself moan weakly as his sex organs sent wave after wave of pleasure through him.

Bud turned him around and laid him across the small bench where his thighs were open weakly and Philippe watched as the man’s huge erection invaded him and fucked him again. He wanted to be repulsed but the sensations were overpowering and in a sudden rush he experienced his brain cascading into bliss and then felt the power of the man pouring his seed into his womb. 

The pro’ held him in his arms. 

“I can’t believe it,” he gushed, “All this time I’ve wanted you and this morning you faxed me and told me to fuck you hard… whatever you said… it excited you didn’t it?” 

Philippe looked at the man as if he was mad, it was clear what had transpired, Silvia had arranged it. He felt the man’s semen seeping out of his vagina; Silvia was suddenly arranging everything!

Philippe, after the sex was forced to endure the hour’s lesson. At every opportunity Bud would touch him caress him as though they were in love, it sickened him. He could still feel his exposure, his semen stained panties, visible as he ran; he hit the ball hard in frustration impressing his teacher. 

"I think sex is good for your game, Silvia,” he said,” I’ve never seen you play so well!”

The lesson concluded Bud invited Philippe back into his room but he ran quickly to the relative safety of the ladies locker room. He threw his clothes off in disgust and went into the shower, washing the sweat and the sex off him; he sensed his body alive and tried not to notice how it had responded earlier. 

He dressed surprisingly easily and was pleased to pull the clean panties around his black mass of pubic hair; he slipped on his dress and clipped a bra, expertly around his breasts. 

The young woman he had seen earlier was talking quietly to a group of young friends. 

“He had such a big cock,” she whispered, “I sucked it and then….” 

Philippe could bear to hear no more and concluded, as he knew, that all women were sluts and whores. He looked into the mirror and shook his black hair; he was decent again and he went to the bar and ordered a long cool beer. He looked again at his long legs pouring out from under his skirt and ordered another and another. 

His former friends were still there but Philippe ignored them, they had made their position plain and he finally walked to the car park, somewhat inebriated, where Tony was still waiting for him.

Philippe accepted Tony’s offer to ride in the front and crossed his thighs and said nothing until halfway to the house where the chauffeur turned up a side road and stopped the car. 

“What do you think your doing?” Philippe asked nervously and watched with horror as the man undid his trousers and withdrew his erect penis from inside them. 

“Boss’s orders,” he smiled “You gotta’ suck this and swallow,” he emphasised the ‘swallow’ and Philippe screamed.

“Never,” he thrust open the car and ran helplessly down the road until he came to the interstate nearby, he put out his thumb. 

“Anything was better than this!” he thought.

The wind whipped under his skirt and a biker saw him and stopped. Without thinking Philippe jumped on the back of the pillion and the leather-clad driver roared off down the highway. His hands wrapped around the man’s waist and accidentally fell onto his crotch; the man was hard. 

“God,” he thought, “Does everyone want to fuck me!”

The biker pulled into a dirt road a few miles down and Philippe watched helplessly as he came to rest outside a small shack seemingly miles from anywhere. 

“Take me to town,” he demanded but again it was only a sweet feminine voice that was heard.  

“I don’t think so… sexy,” the man said.

He grabbed Philippe’s black hair and dragged him towards the shack. Philippe screamed in terror but the place was deserted and he could not escape the man’s grip.  The door flung open and Philippe watched in horror as a group of 8 bikers were taking their turn with a young blonde girl who was screaming for pity as her body was being penetrated. 

“We found some new pussy boys,” he announced to his cheering friends. 

Philippe was terrified and found strength that he did not know his new body possessed; he kicked his former rescuer hard and ran like the wind up the narrow road. He saw a car and fled towards it and to his joy realised it was his own Mercedes coming towards him, Tony opened the door. 

“Well?” he asked questioningly.

Philippe threw herself into its relative safety, his skirt high on his hips. 

“Yes,” he gasped, “Yes…yes…yes, just get me away from here.” 

Tony drove the car for a few miles then smiled as he unzipped his trousers again, “Come to Daddy,” he entreated.

Philippe blanched but had no choice but to bend to him and take his erection in his mouth. It was coal black, solid, long and powerful and Philippe felt the man’s coarse hands on his bottom as he sucked him. He felt his panties being tugged and he realised to his horror he was still wet. 

The black man felt it as well and fought to find his vagina. 

“I might just fuck your ass, you horny girl,” he cooed and Philippe sucked him harder, not wishing further degradation under his chauffeur’s power. 

He drew him with all his might and stroked his balls encouraging his release and felt the man tense and then ejaculate volumes of rich creamy spunk into his mouth.  He nearly vomited, but somehow swallowed it as the man held him and suddenly the ordeal was over and he was released. 

“Good job, Silvia,” Tony gasped, “Philippe’s a real cool guy for giving me such a treat.”    

Philippe adjusted his clothing and sat very quiet as the chauffeur drove him home. Silvia was right; he was certainly learning how to be a whore. He could taste the semen still in his mouth, his body seemed to be escaping from these minimalist clothes; his female form felt dirty, dusty and exhausted. He saw the striking metal gates of the house and the luxury beyond it and was relieved. He though about the bikers; the gang rape; the fate he nearly suffered and resolved that flight was definitely not an option, not without planning it first.

He caught sight of himself in the mirror as he ran upstairs; he was filthy, his fine, black hair looked a mess and his skirt was covered in dust and semen-stains. It was 3p.m and he threw his clothes onto the floor and sat naked on the edge of the large bath as he filled it with rich bubbling foam. His new body surrounded him in the multitude of mirrors in the bathroom and in its privacy he began to look at just what it was he inhabited. His breasts were large, well formed with large brown nipples; he opened his thighs and saw his thick mass of pubic hair and the line of his pink sex lips, his legs were long and shapely and his face, lean and pretty. 

He slipped into the bubbles and saw his breasts bob to the surface, his nipples pointing above the water, he ran his hands over them and watched as they swelled giving him mild arousal. He closed his eyes and relaxed and let his soft hands rub his stomach and he felt an unfamiliar ache between his thighs below the rich scented bubbles. He released some of the water and watched as his hairy bush came slowly into view, it was covered with white soapy bubbles; it reminded him of semen; the ache was worse and he wanted to touch himself. 

He lowered his fingers and they lay on his curly hair then slowly searched for the ache. He pulled gently at the thin folds of his flesh ache that formed his crack and he let his fingers explore it up and down its length, each touch and caress only demonstrating what a delicate instrument he had become.

He found his clitoris; he knew a woman had one but as a man he never felt it important to discover further, he pressed it and reeled as its sensual power rippled up his body. He touched it again and murmured to him-self as he explored the sensations it created. He increased the pressure, each stroke causing him to widen his thighs and make his breathing shallower, more excited. His mind began to swim as felt his body raging. He looked in the mirror and saw his actions; he slammed his legs shut and put his hands to his sides. 

“What was he doing!” 

He couldn’t believe he was acting like some randy slut, after less than a day in this body, was he really finding the pull of its’ sexuality so difficult to resist?

He pushed himself out of the bath and collected a large white towel from the silver rail and walked into the elegant bedroom; he sat on the whiteness of the double bed and started to dry himself. He could not shake the ache and wiped himself roughly between his legs and thighs, it only made him more on edge and he was extremely agitated. 

He went to put some clothes on and although instinctively he went to his normal male wardrobe his reflection reminded him that he needed to focus his attention on Silvia’s normal choice. He opened the lingerie drawer and felt himself slightly shudder with excitement; he had never understood women’s fascination for expensive feminine underwear but as his sex lips called to be covered, he did now. 

The choice was immense, cotton, lace and silk and Philippe felt the softness and sheerness of a black cotton and chose a lace pair of panties with a small black bow on the front. A matching bra was attached and he threw it on the bed as he drew the panties until they hugged around his new genitals. They fitted his sex so well, encompassing it, he could see the blackness of his hair through the sheerness; he liked the feel of the material next to this most sensitive part although it heightened the ache that teased him. He looked again at Silvia’s body, it seemed a never-ending wonder to him, he was so agitated, the ache, it tormented him. 

“It couldn’t do any harm just to touch it?” he told himself.

He watched in the mirror as his fine fingers slipped inside his panties; he shuddered as they found his clitoris again and closed his eyes as wave after wave of pleasure rippled through his body. He staggered to the bed and lay back, closing his eyes and letting the fingers explore himself; his body revelled to his touch searching for more pleasure until ultimate relief that would stop this ache, this terrible nagging ache! Philippe sensed his breathing getting faster, his thighs apart and his breasts bouncing as he gyrated to his own touch; he was nearing an orgasm!

He suddenly felt a man’s hands on his fingers and heard his voice, his former voice. 

“My, what have we here?” 

Philippe tensed, it was Silvia and he could do nothing as she took his fingers and continued his own previous masturbation into his vagina. 

“You are a wet little girl, aren’t you?” she scolded him.

Philippe closed his eyes in submission; the longing inside his body had overcome him. 

“Touch it here,” said Silvia helpfully and pressed Philippe’s clitoris hard and at an angle and he whimpered as the ripples rose. Silvia watched and put one of her fingers up Philippe’s ass and smiled as he came shuddering and groaning to an orgasm. He lay there spent his panties around his thighs embarrassed by his actions. 

“You are having a busy day,” said Silvia condescendingly looking at the stained underwear on the floor Philippe had discarded earlier.

“Let’s see what you’ve learnt today?” Silvia whispered. 

She removed her trousers and produced her erect cock, grabbing Philippe’s soft hair forcefully and forced her penis into his mouth. 

“I’d suck it if I were you,” she said menacingly.

Philippe obediently started to perform oral sex for the second time that day, and Silvia stroked his hair and his ass as he did so. 

“I saw that document today, that you had for me, or now you, it was very interesting.” 

She inserted her cock until it was nearly all inside Philippe’s mouth. 

“I’ve made a couple of changes though.” 

Silvia sensed her former master’s disquiet and it excited her, making her penis harden further. 

“Anything happens at all, to me. Anything! If I’m unhappy, have a cold; get run over, you are history. I’ve made arrangements for a personal escort to Bangkok, one way no dee..lay.” 

She felt his terror and released her semen, pouring it into his soft mouth and watched in satisfaction as he spluttered and choked. She withdrew from him and wiped his penis over his innocent face, spreading the creamy liquid as he moved, “This is too wonderful,” she gasped. 

She saw the helplessness, rage and fear in the dark eyes of her former, tormentor, “Too wonderful!”  

Philippe lay back on the bed exhausted. 

“What do you want from me?” he said pathetically his voice sounding weak and feminine. 

“Nothing,” said Silvia, “I told you. I’m going to show you what it’s like to be a whore, used just for sex. Mind you from what I’ve seen up to yet your not going to take much educating.” 

Philippe felt his nakedness and went to cover himself, pulling up his panties but Silvia stopped him and pinning his arms to the bed before removing them completely. 

“Let’s see if your still horny?” she laughed and licked his open vagina. 

She sat back and smiled as she saw him open his thighs as his sex lips glistened with desire. 

“It’s not me,” moaned Philippe, “It’s this damn body!” 

Silvia laughed out loud and continued to tease and excite him; she felt his rich vaginal juices flow. 

“I bet you want lots of lovely cock up here?” she whispered ironically, “I bet you want it now?”     

“No,” Philippe moaned still sensing his body aching, his hips arching.

“OK,” said Silvia, “We’ll leave it till later; now go and shower and I’ll get you something to wear.” 

Silvia laid out on the bed, black stockings, suspenders, G-string panties and a short red dress for Philippe’s evening attire and went downstairs to fix her-self a drink. The day had gone well, Philippe’s routine had been easy to mimic, Marianne his assistant inadvertently told her anything she did not already know and she had the business and computer system under control by lunchtime. Philippe’s main business was computer chips from the Far East and there was little to understand and little to go wrong in such a well-established company. 

She now had access to all his bank accounts and put some extra security measure in place just in case he had any wild ideas.

She had met with Walter, his solicitor a balding, chubby, odious, small man and read the document she had so feared all her life in America. The threat to her liberty was real and she made amendments ensuring that any ‘accident’ to her would result in deportation and incarceration for Philippe as was promised to her. It was a delicious irony and Silvia revelled in it, Philippe was to be the victim of his own diabolical venom!

Silvia had made time during the day to fax Bud, the tennis coach. He ‘d been chasing her for ever and he told him to take her forcefully, however she protested, she laughed as she saw the clock hit 10.30a.m and wondered if Philippe was improving his ball control. 

The biker had been a masterstroke, she knew Philippe would blanche at a session with Tony and when the old chauffeur had told her of his utter panic as he came running up from the play acting in the shack she burst into hysterics. 

Tony also told her how expertly he sucked him and as when she discovered him masturbating Silvia was amazed at just how quickly he was losing himself in the lustfulness of his new youthful female form. 

In truth Silvia had never experienced sensual pleasure when she inhabited her own body, her sex with Philippe was crude and without finesse and her only fleeting pleasure had been to her own caresses. But she knew how to arouse the sexual being within her former self and it titillated her to think of the degradation that she was putting him through and more importantly what she was going to put him through!

They were due for dinner at 8p.m with Paul, Sandy and their two blonde ‘bimbo’ wives. Silvia knew Philippe had been screwing them and she wondered how they treated him today as Silvia. She had experienced their hatred, racism and pettiness for years and had vowed revenge. 

“Everyone might get a little treat tonight,” she thought, and sensed that, as Philippe, she now held all the aces.

In the bedroom the real Philippe was having a tantrum, Silvia looked at him struggling and couldn’t believe she used to be afraid of this pathetic creature; he couldn’t get into his stocking and was childishly refusing to do so. Silvia went over to him as he sat half-naked on the bed and grabbed his hair viciously. “Dress, or I’ll have Tony here all night; and that’s just for starters!” 

Tears were welling in his black eyes and Silvia marvelled how quickly his new body seemed to be taking over his mind. 

“I can’t get the clothes on,” he wailed. 

“I’ll show you how,” she consoled him.

She showed him how to roll the stockings from the toes to the thigh and then clip it onto his black suspenders; she helped with his bra then watched as he pulled the tiny black panties around his sex. He looked enticing; ready for fucking Silvia was going to make sure he was always ready for fucking. 

“You can manage now?” she said sarcastically, looking at the dress and Philippe nodded meekly. 

Silvia went to take a shower and emerged to find Philippe dressed but slouched lazily over the small Pouf at the bottom of the bed. 

“Sit up straight,” she commanded, “You’ll ruin the outfit.” 

Philippe complied and Silvia called him to the brightly lit dressing table where she made up his eyes and applied make up to his face and soft lips. 

Silvia put on a smart navy ‘Armani’ suit and admired herself, Philippe had the physical attributes of a handsome man it was a shame his mind had been such a sewer. 

He walked over to Philippe and ran his fingers through his hair, then to his breasts, firm beneath the dress; he made him stand and raise the dress to admire the underwear. 

“This is so nice Philippe,” she said.

She stroked his belly then applied pressure to his panties feeling him tense, she slipped her fingers inside him and felt his wetness. 

“You want fucking again? 

She brought him to the edge for fun and then left him breathless. 

“We’ll have to see what we can do!”

Philippe cursed silently, his body was so malleable he was aching again, this terrible, dirty ache; he pulled his panties tight around him again and followed Silvia downstairs.

The restaurant was high in the hills and their table for six was on the balcony overlooking the mingling, soft lights of the town below. The blonde wives from the club greeted Philippe as if she was an old friend, so different and false from their attitude earlier on in the day and he tried to talk to them about gossip and underwear as Silvia chatted animatedly to his real friends about business and golf. Philippe ordered the fish; consumed glass after glass of wine and as he began to feel tipsy, he felt Silvia put her arm around his slender shoulder as if they were in love.

Simon leant over to Silvia. 

“Silvia looks stunning tonight,” he said, then lowered his voice “She must be an amazing fuck!” 

Silvia laughed seeing Philippe’s discomfort. 

“She is, aren’t you darling?” and ruffled his hair as she spoke. 

Philippe felt his helplessness again, felt the shortness of his dress, the softness of his underwear and the wine lowering his resistance and increasing his ache.

They were all chauffeured back to their house and after brandy the three men started to play poker in the luxury of the lounge. 

“Let’s make it interesting,” said Silvia “Each hand we lose, one of our wives has to remove an article of clothing.” 

The other men agreed and within minutes the two blonde women were in their bra and panties and Philippe was standing with nothing covering his female form but stockings and suspenders. The card game was forgotten. 

“I want to fuck her,” said Simon. 

Paul nodded in agreement and Philippe felt his former best friends’ eyes focussing on his nakedness. His body was pulsing he wanted to touch himself, he knew the men wanted to stick their cocks up him, it repulsed his mind but excited his body. Silvia looked at the men. 

“How much do you want to? I’ve told you what a good girl she is.”

“We’ll do anything,” the men said, “Anything!”

Silvia looked at their wives, the blonde, brassy women. 

“Well… I’ll have these two bitches and I’ll see you in the morning.” 

The two wives objected without conviction, they’d had Philippe before and were willing, more than willing and shortly, Philippe was led upstairs by her former best friends whilst Silvia was showing the blonde whores into the two downstairs bedrooms. 

Philippe was in turmoil, he wanted to tell them he was their friend, their drinking buddy, this couldn’t be happening. The door closed behind him and the men quickly undressed, their erections powering out before them. Philippe felt his warmth flowing between his thighs and the softness of the bed as he lay upon it. He was going to be fucked, they were both going to shove their big cocks up him and he felt his thighs widen a little; Simon lay next to him and kissed his belly then his sex lips and Philippe groaned in lustful pleasure. 

The men were all over him, they fucked him all night, in his mouth, his ass, his cunt, over and over, calling him the worst possible names. Finally somewhere late into the darkness they ceased and Philippe, exhausted regained his breath. He felt cheap, dirty, smelly and…satisfied, … the feminine ache inside him had gone!

Silvia took the women into two separate rooms and put her finger to her mouth as they questioned her. 

“Take us together,” whispered Toni. 

Silvia ignored her and took Betsy away and locked her in the far bedroom. She returned to Toni; she was already on the bed naked her dark bush revealing the truth about her blonde pretensions. 

“Fuck me Philippe.” 

Silvia sat next to her and tied a blindfold tight around her eyes and then tied her hands either side of the bed. 

“Oh Philippe,” she gasped, “How did you know I love this?”

Silvia said nothing but watched as the woman she hated spread her thighs, she started to caress her sex, teasing her expertly and Toni writhed in pleasure. 

“Fuck me you bastard,” she screamed revelling in her helplessness.

Silvia motioned to the muscular black man, hidden at the doorway and he came over to the bed and unceremoniously inserted his enormous erection into the blonde woman. 

“Philippe you’re so big,” she gasped. 

The man was a bouncer called Greg, he had a reputation for sex and Silvia filmed Toni, the racist, groaning like the whore she was, as a black man, fucked her. 

Silvia left her moaning and went in to Betsy where the same procedure followed. She was soon receiving equal soiling from Greg’s brother and Silvia smiled quietly as she vidioed their enjoyment of fucking a man they felt was beneath them. 

The two men were exceptional and after two hours the women were begging for release. Silvia let the men come over the bitches faces then leave silently before Silvia removed their bonds and blindfold. They all gathered in one bed, “Philippe,” gasped Toni, “You were fantastic.” 

She stroked Silvia’s thigh and looked at her sordidly. 

“Can we arrange another meet?” 

“Sure,” said Silvia, “Next week, but downtown… we don’t want to upset the boys, do we?” 

This satisfied them and at 6a.m the men came downstairs collected their sleepy, trophy wives and departed, sheepishly, thanking Silvia for her hospitality. She went upstairs, tired herself, and smiled at Philippe stretched out asleep on the bed. His legs were apart and his belly and sex lips were covered in hardened semen. 

“Dirty cow,” Silvia laughed.

Philippe awoke at midday, the light streaming through the window, his former body was asleep and his new body was aching, sore and smelly. He ran himself a bath and relaxed inside it washing the physical side of the previous evening from him. The mental side was not so easy to erase, he’d let his friends fuck him; they’d treated him so badly and he could still sense the tension in his ass from them grinding into him for hours. The terrible thing for him was that privately he realised he’d enjoyed it he’d loved it, the sheer dirty helpless pleasure of it.

He saw his black pubic hair between his thighs through the soapy water and spoke to it softly as if it were an inanimate object; not attached to him. 

“You love being screwed, you dirty cunt,” and without any embarrassment he reached for his pleasure spot and closed his eyes. 

“You love a big fat cock,” he whispered to himself and teased his clitoris. 

It was a separate entity to him, abstract, and he pressed himself urgently, as Silvia had shown him until he sensed the physical release of an orgasm. He closed his eyes again aware of what he was doing, he felt guilty playing so openly with his new body, but it was too hard to resist its pleasures, it was an itch, a terrible teasing itch and he was compelled to scratch it. Philippe was at least relieved that Silvia had not witnessed him masturbating again, he hated her belittling him but at the present time he knew that he would have to acquiesce, he had no alternative but to play along with her game.

He relaxed for another hour then rose out of the cooling water. He felt clean and perfumed and he enjoyed the feeling of freshness. He sat on the bathroom floor, dried himself slowly, revelling in each touch of his body and he took a small hand mirror and lay it between his thighs. 

He watched the reflection as he brushed the towel against his pink vagina; he had never noticed it much when he had been in a man’s body but now he was fascinated by it. He let the tip of the towel clean from one end of his crack to the other and watched how the folds were so malleable and sensitive. He was no longer embarrassed to look at himself, at this ‘thing,’ and he studied it as he made sure that each part was gently cleaned and dried to perfection. 

Finally he stood up and admired himself, his pubic hair smelled fresh and he picked up a small bottle of perfume and sprayed around his belly and crotch.

For the first time he instinctively went to Silvia’s cupboards, on the pretext that Silvia had ordered him to look sexy all the time, but secretly he wanted to look sexy, feel sexy. He chose a pink pair of knickers and a short matching wrap and tried to understand why it made him feel so good. 

He pulled the panties tight around his vagina and breathed in pleasure, they felt so soft and sensual against him. He admired himself and smelt how fragrant he was, it was strange but somehow, an essential part of who he now was.   

Silvia was still asleep and Philippe crept downstairs to make himself some coffee, he perched on the stool and watched his reflection in the clean silver surface of the fridge. He saw an attractive woman and he resolved to try to stop him-self being overcome- his own being, submerged- by Silvia’s exquisite body. In a matter of days it was giving him desires he would never have contemplated. He thought about his circumstances and decided that he needed to separate his mind from his body. 

He would allow himself to endure and suffer the dubious experiences to come but Philippe vowed, resolved that he would somehow ultimately find a way back into his life, his rightful body. That however seemed so far away and he realised that he needed to get through the day without upsetting Silvia. 

“That bastard Silvia,” who had turned all his vitriol on himself. 

He was now exactly what he had made Silvia, a walking vagina, only worthy of fucking and men’s pleasure, it felt like God’s retribution that he was suffering, seemingly at his own hands.

He thought of everything, of running away but the experience the previous day had expose how helpless and vulnerable he was. With no passport and no money, he had no choices. He wanted to kill Silvia; he felt his situation was all her fault although rational thought told him this was impossible. 

“How could he kill her?” he thought. 

The brothels of Bangkok were no idle threat and Philippe -whatever his new circumstances- felt at least some security in his own home.

Silvia awoke and looked for her former self; she came downstairs and smiled when she saw Philippe dressed in his short pink outfit. 

“Very sexy, darling, did you have a good night?” 

Philippe just stuck his tongue out at her and Silvia marvelled at how much more he seemed to be behaving like a woman with every passing minute.

She walked over to him and gently caressed his breasts watching his nipples expand forward like rubber points. 

“Still horny darling?” she teased “We’ll have to find you some more entertainment, won’t we?”

Philippe looked at her blankly, his dark pretty eyes betraying the panic he felt inside. 

“I’m going to work,” she told him, “You go for a swim… to keep that body of mine in shape and I’ll meet you for a late lunch at Georgio’s… about 2.30p.m.” 

Silvia sipped some coffee and Philippe listened. 

“I’ll leave you’re outfits on the bed and remember, a full hours workout, no cheating otherwise Tony might take you for another little ride.”

Silvia left the house shortly afterwards and Philippe walked dejectedly upstairs. As promised Silvia had left him his day’s outfit, tiny panties, a short blue skirt and a white tight halter-neck top that held his breasts tightly. He had been left no bra and saw how his nipples were contoured and visible under the top. Silvia had also left a small swimming bag and he picked it up and drove down to the bottom of the hill where the large communal swimming pool was situated.

Philippe had to assume that Silvia would be watching him, spying, and he had to follow her instructions to the letter.

He walked into the ladies changing rooms, selected a locker then removed his clothes without thinking. He pulled out the swimming suit Silvia had given him and stepped into it pulling it tight around his hips and thighs and finally the straps over his shoulders. 

He looked into the mirror, the black suit with nothing but a small red flash for decoration fitted him tightly like a glove, it rose high onto his hips and he could see how it accentuated his long elegant legs and how the material fitted snugly around his crotch. His new sex fascinated him he could almost see the line of his vagina, it felt so strange having nothing but his crack between his legs, he opened his thighs and admired his shape in the quietness of the locker room. 

He walked proudly around the empty pool parading his body to the pool attendants sitting nearby; he could feel their eyes penetrating him. 

He ignored them and slipped into the cool water, revelling in the pressure against his body and he started to swim rhythmically, effortlessly up and down the lane. He felt how his streamlined hips cut through the water and how his large breasts restricted the movement of his arms. He swam for nearly an hour loving the endless energy of this new form and as he began to tire he stopped and drew up his straps and noticed how the black bathing suit clung to him. He pulled himself out and adjusted the suit again; it crumpled a little around his thighs and belly. The wetness heavy on him and feeling the pool attendant’s eyes still on him he ran to the privacy of the changing rooms. He quickly took off the costume and set about drying himself, his hair and his body. He admired himself in the mirror, his pubic hair was black and wet and he acknowledged that he looked at himself all the time there now. The familiar ache was strong within him and as he pulled his panties around him he touched his sex, teasing himself again. 

“How could he be a man and have these strong female yearning; it was a contradiction and one he could not come to terms with?”

He left the pool centre, let the wind dry his hair and cool the passion under his short skirt, he felt strange but vibrant and alive. He reached the restaurant and let the Maitre-de escort him to a table near the window where he sipped cool water and waited for Silvia. He did not have long to wait, She strode in wearing a light grey suit and a black round collar shirt; she looked wealthy and powerful. She bent over to him and touched his lips. 

“No make up, we’ll have to do something about that… How are you?”

“Fine,” Philippe responded clipping his answer, “What do you want?” 

“I want you to enjoy your lunch,” replied Silvia admiring his long legs stretching from his skirt, “Oh… and for you to think of how you’re going to fuck that man over there.”

Philippe choked on his drink. 

“What… How?” he said desperately.

Silvia shrugged, That’s your problem, but if I don’t see his semen over your little cunt when I get home, It’ll be a full night with Tony… Now what do you want to eat?”

Philippe picked at some salad, he looked silently at the man in the corner; he was short, plump with a full head of curly black hair and a podgy featureless face. 

Silvia departed, repeating her threat and as the restaurant emptied Philippe noticed the man pick up his briefcase and begin to leave. He followed him in desperation and pretended to collide into him in the main entrance causing his briefcase to fall open onto the floor. He bent to pick it up giving the man a full view of his ass. 

“I’m so sorry,” Philippe gushed.

“So you should be you silly bitch, I’m busy.” 

He went to walk away but Philippe grabbed his thigh. 

“Please,” he begged as if his life depended on it, “I would like to make amends.” He entreated him –Gary- to the side bar and after a couple of scotches the man relaxed and had appeared to forget all about his meeting. They sat in a quiet booth and Philippe did not object as the man put his puffy hands on his thighs then up to his panties, pressing his sex with his stubby fingers. 

“Where are you staying?” Philippe asked and took the man’s chubby hand as he gestured to the motel just down the road. 

They took his car and Philippe stepped inside the dark room; took off his clothes and lay on the bed with just his panties on. 

“You are a randy bitch,” The man said and removed his trousers and shorts displaying proudly to Philippe, his short, broad cock.

He lay next to him and felt his vagina, Philippe was wet and he groaned as the little man teased him; he could not believe that even with this unattractive, unknown stranger he was still horny. 

He pulled Philippe’s panties down. 

“I’m not going to pay you,” he said. 

Philippe just grunted and let the man put his pulsing cock inside him. He withdrew it and Philippe cried out in frustration, the man smiled and inserted his fingers inside his vagina and felt the sticky wetness. Philippe opened his thighs wide and the man put himself back inside him starting to fuck him. He was heavy but also strong and hard and Philippe lay back to enjoy the coarse treatment.

The man felt Philippe’s wantonness. 

“You dirty cow,” he called, fucking him harder, “You dirty… fucking cow!” 

The man felt Philippe groan and come and after fucking him for a further few minutes ejaculated inside him. 

Philippe gathered his breath then quickly bent down and put his panties back on to trap the semen trickling down his insides; he was relieved that he had succeeded and Silvia would be pleased with him!

The man held Philippe for a few seconds as if he was unsure what to do, “Thanks,” he said, “We’ll do it again.” 

He dressed without a word and as he left he put $5 on the dresser. 

“ ‘Cause you were worth it,” he chimed, as if Philippe should have been grateful. “Let yourself out and shut the door behind you.”

Philippe lay back for few minutes disbelieving the life he was now leading; he put his fingers into his panties and felt the semen inside them. He’d let this seedy little man fuck him, he wished he’d have hated it but his body seemed to love sex, any dirty type of sex. He dressed and drove home,  $5 in his bag, semen between his thighs and his body smelling of the little man. He felt like a whore, he understood what it felt like to be a whore… and he wondered why it seemed to excite him so!

He arrived home at 5p.m and waited nervously for Silvia to arrive; he heard the car and he opened the front door as if he was pleased to see her. 

“I did it,” he gasped, “Just as you said.” 

Silvia led him upstairs and removed his top and short skirt and Philippe lay back on the bed whilst she examined him. Silvia rolled down his panties and felt the hardened semen on them and rubbed the fine material between her fingers. 

“Well done Philippe, you’re learning how to get fucked… did you come darling while that little fat man fucked you?” 

He removed the panties off his body and stroked the vagina that responded instantly to her expert touch. 

“Do you want another as your reward?”

“No,” Philippe mumbled feeling his sex lips moisten.

Silvia rubbed him hard and Philippe felt his thighs widen. 

“No Silvia…please… not again.”

“I’ve got a present for you darling,” Silvia whispered still stroking Philippe’s crack. 

“Close your eyes.” 

She rose from the bed and watched with satisfaction as Philippe lay there with his thighs wide apart and his vagina soaked in his body’s desire.

Philippe heard the electric hum, then groaned as a hard object was thrust gently inside his sex hole as Silvia teased the dildo against his clitoris. She placed Philippe’s soft hand on the long plastic object. 

“Do it to yourself sweetie, you know you want to.” 

Philippe’s mind was gone, his body was in motion and he grasped the plastic cock and thrust it forcefully into himself allowing the revolving area to press against him over and over until he felt the relief of a climax.

Silvia removed the Vibrator and placed it to Philippe’s mouth. 

“You can use it as much as you want… Say thank you!” she smiled.

Silvia stuck the black plastic into his mouth and Philippe could taste and smell his vaginal juices on it. 

“Say it,” Silvia ordered.

“Thank… you.” 

Philippe grunted and licked the phallic object as Silvia gestured for him to do.

Silvia felt empowered, strong and erect and she kneeled over her former master and brought herself to an orgasm, covering Philippe’s naked body with her thick sperm. 

“Look at the whore you’ve become in just a few days.” 

She groaned in pleasure. 

“And this is only the beginning.”

Philippe lay back on the bed helpless, feeling Silvia rubbing the sticky semen into his thighs and belly. 

“You like being a whore Philippe?” 

She ran her fingers along his vagina and felt his wetness. 

“You love it…I’m going to make you the biggest dirtiest tart imaginable… you are a lucky girl.” 

Philippe felt his vagina, respond to Silvia’s touch again and lay back helpless to the constant stream of pleasure rippling from his crotch. He did love it, and hate it at the same time!

Philippe stayed still whilst Silvia showered in the en-suite; he felt the semen all over his body and felt cheap and tacky but also relaxed and relieved. The ache inside him had subsided as it always seemed to after sex; he was at peace with this body and he stroked himself and stretched out like a cat. 

He sensed the strange sexual organ between his open thighs; he was becoming addicted to this female form, he touched himself and felt the physical sensation flood his brain. He was acting like a tramp but didn’t care; he was revelling in this physical ebb and flow. He just hated the control Silvia now had on him, but he’d always beaten her, he had a superior brain, she had him now but time would provide him with an answer.

Silvia showered treasuring this new male form that gave her so much power and authority; she held her balls and limp penis and marvelled at how such an ugly thing could command such respect. 

She thought about Philippe; she could see how little control he had over his new body’s desires and seemed to relish each new sexual experience. She would ensure that his education continued until his masculinity disappeared completely into his new female form. 

She came out of the shower and after wrapping a towel around her walked back into the bedroom, Philippe was reclined on the bed with his thighs apart and his hand resting lightly on his pubic hair. 

“Get up and have a bath you smelly girl,” she chastised him. 

Philippe responded immediately and walked past Silvia quickly and sat meekly on the edge of the large white bath as it filled.

Philippe watched Silvia pour some fragrance into the water and as the level rose he slipped into its liquid warmth. 

“I’ve left you more presents on the bed.” 

She left the bathroom and went downstairs her steps light in his tall strong body. It was a relief for Philippe to be calm, alone; he was tired and drifted off in a hazy sleep forgetting all about the softness and pleasure on endless call to him. 

He awoke with a start, the water had lost its zest and he watched his large breasts below his chin through the murky water, he saw his belly then his black pubic hair. He instinctively touched himself and felt each erogenous zone respond to his caress, in panic, as if realising his addiction he jumped up and threw on a robe before re-entering the main bedroom. 

On the bed- that Silvia had re-made expertly- was a large white and bag with the word, ‘Estelle’ written on the side in large gold lettering. 

Philippe knew it was the town’s leading lingerie shop; he wasn’t going to open it; he wasn’t going to demean himself for Silvia’s pleasure! He sat next to it on the bed and opening his thighs wide rubbed his body dry, he wasn’t embarrassed any more about touching it and enjoyed the coarseness of the white robing material against his skin. 

He slipped the robe off and admired his body in the mirror, his breasts were perfect, large and full with small nipples and his sex was clean and surrounded by thick black pubic hair. He walked over to Silvia’s cupboards, his own wardrobe was no longer a consideration and opened her underwear drawer, the selection was immense and not wishing to dwell on the frills and lace chose a sensible white cotton panties and bra set. He glanced at the bag on the bed again; he just wanted something soft and silky around his sex lips. 

“Maybe I should have just a look,” he convinced himself, “I don’t want to upset Silvia.”

He went to the bag and pulled out an elegant box which upon opening through the crepe paper revealed 5 exquisite pair of panties; he ran his fingers through the luxurious materials of silk and lace and felt his body pulse.

There was a tiny white G-string with wonderful embroidery; he wondered how it would ever encompass his mass of black hair. He held them in his fingers then tried each pair on in turn admiring him-self in the mirror, the white pair fitted snugly around his little box, making him wanton. They all looked cool emphasising his shape the silk and lace advertising the wonders just below. The last pair was part of a set of silk, panties and a short silk blue slip and he held it against him and looked in the mirror. He held it in front of his body and imagined himself inside it until finally he decided to pull it over his head.

“I’m wearing this for me… not for her,” he told himself and tensed the panties against his sex. 

He was excited, aroused, the expensive material danced against his skin, teased his sex and as he looked in the mirror he saw again what a beautiful girl he was. The outfit complimented him, his body and highlighted the tantalising sensations that were ever present in his day to day experiences with this form.

Silvia had laid out a meal for them in the kitchen and she looked up and smiled as she saw her former self come walking in like a star from an erotic movie. The only thing Philippe had not mastered in his new female guise was make-up and Silvia promised herself that she would rectify that situation tomorrow. 

“You look lovely darling,” she smiled, “Couldn’t resist the present?” 

Philippe said nothing but shook his black hair and sat down at the table.

They had not discussed the change since the night that it transpired, each of them had been to busy adjusting to the new circumstances that had been created. Silvia served Philippe some cold meat salad and champagne and he looked at her with his new deep dark eyes. 

“What’s happened?” he asked meekly, “I know what’s happened but how?”

Silvia shrugged her masculine form giving nothing away. 

“God’s judgement, I’d say,” she replied coldly, “For you to drown in a hell of your own design.” 

“Do you think it can be reversed?” he continued ignoring her contempt.

“I don’t think so but by the look of things you wouldn’t want to…would you sweetie?”             

Silvia gestured to the sexy slip and underwear; it had raised around his thighs exposing his legs and his breasts that were now clearly visible through the fine material. They were only supported by the thin straps around his shoulders and moved as he did.

“You don’t think I like any of this,” Philippe lied, “I hate it, you’re giving me no choice.”

Silvia sipped her champagne. 

“I am punishing you, but the truth is you do like it… look at you dressed like a whore… I didn’t tell you to wear that, did I?” 

Philippe said nothing but consumed his second glass of champagne, it was delicious and made him feel light-headed; this new body could not sustain the alcohol as the male body did.

Silvia waited for him to finish his glass and poured him another; they had finished eating and she cleared away the plates and tidied up, it was a habit she could not get out of. Philippe walked into the lounge and stretched out on the canvas settee; he felt the silk panties tease his sex; his slip high on his thighs as he relaxed. 

The ache had returned with a vengeance; he lightly touched his panties and sensed the vibration in his new private parts. Silvia went upstairs and came down instantly with the black dildo in her hands, Philippe pulsed; was she was going to fuck him with it now? 

He tried to exhibit disinterest as if to prove his earlier point in their discussion and to his surprise she lowered the light and put on a video. She held the controller in one hand and the large plastic cock in the other. 

“If I’m right you are going to crouch on this,” she said waving the pointed object under his nose, “And fuck your horny little self… If I’m wrong I’ll give you a free week.” 

Philippe smiled, he knew he could restrain, control himself. 

“A free week would be just fine,” he thought. 

Silvia pressed the controller and a film flickered on the video. As the credits rolled she gently tied Philippe’s hands behind his back with loose cord. She then raised his slip and lowered his panties a little and stroked his pink crack between his mass of pubic hair. 

“You’ll never get me to sit on that that thing,” he gasped as he felt his nipples become erect under the fine material.

“Of course you will.” cooed Silvia. 

She inserted three small metal balls into his vagina at the very tip of his outer lips and drew the panties up firmly to let the material tease Philippe’s ass and crack together. She saw Philippe’s thighs part a touch.

“No rush darling just ask when you’re ready… I’ll come and check on you as you’re cooking!”

She slipped her finger into his panties and felt the tip of his mound; he was already wet with anticipation.  

Silvia left the room and Philippe was forced to watch the video screen in front of him, he always liked pornography but he was now watching with a new focus.  He enjoyed looking at the women but that did not seem to excite him any more. He now focussed on the big cocks sliding, pumping in and out of various vaginas and the helpless moans of pleasure the women made. He tried not to look, but after the third sex scene -a small, blonde girl was being fucked gloriously by a huge black cock- with each thrust Philippe felt his own body respond in sympathy and unison. 

He wanted to touch himself, the ache had grown into a huge longing and with his hands tied behind him all he could do was to get more and more aroused and open his thighs wider.

After 20 minutes Silvia came in; she smiled when she saw Philippe’s agitated state and she toyed with the black vibrator in her hands. 

“Come on,” she entreated, “I know you want it.” 

Silvia turned it on and its length vibrated, heightening the desire further in Philippe. Silvia walked over and looked at the screen with him, a long black cock was stretching a pink vagina whilst the girl groaned in pleasure, Silvia noticed Philippe’s hips seemed to be moving in tandem with the motion on the film. She threw the various cushions to one side and sat down next to him, his thighs were wide apart and she let her fingers brush the edge of his panties and felt how wet he was.

“You are horny dear,” She said teasingly, “Let’s take these out.” 

She removed the small love balls from inside him that were pressed against his clitoris. 

“That’s better, isn’t it?”

But it was not better, Philippe was on fire the ache within him was unrelenting; he heard himself gasp pathetically. 

“Stick it in me!”

Silvia smiled at him and pushed the round tip against his panties. 

“If you want it, you know what you have to do…come on you know you want it.”

She moved onto the floor and held the throbbing object vertically. 

“Come to Daddy,” she entreated. 

Philippe saw the cock on the screen moving faster and harder and he could take no more; he rolled off the settee and kneeled above the phallic object. Slowly he lowered himself until the tip was against his wet panties and like a bitch on heat he used it to move the material to one side until the dildo finally was at his sodden sex lips. 

He pushed himself down on it hungrily and Silvia watched as he closed his eyes, and oblivious to everything except the moaning of the girl in the film he ground against it until he felt the blessed release of an orgasm. He collapsed exhausted on to the cold wooden floor, his legs were splayed and the plastic cock was still buzzing inside him, he didn’t care, the need of his body was greater than any embarrassment.

He opened his eyes and saw Silvia smiling at him, her mind malevolent in his former body. 

“Am I right or am I right?” she cooed. 

She kneeled next to him and gently grabbed the base of the vibrator still embedded inside him turning it a little as she did so. Philippe groaned quietly and lay prostrate on the floor in submission. 

“We’ve agreed what you are,” she laughed, “Now what are we going to do to help you?”

She kept turning the dildo, pressing it against Philippe’s intimate parts and watching him squirm in bewilderment and the afterglow of his climax. 

“I think I’ll give you a different challenge every week, if you are successful you get a week-end free. If not then…it’s the Bangkok Hilton sweetie.” 

“It’s not fair.” 

Philippe moaned but only heard how weak and feminine his complaint sounded coming from his female mouth.

“No it’s not fair, Philippe… or maybe in you case…it is!”

“I think,” said Silvia slowly, thoughtfully as she pushed the dildo into him harder. “You are going to have to come back each night with semen all over those nice new panties I bought you today. New panties with fresh new semen all over you every day.”

She stopped turning a second as she thought and Philippe winced, he wanted more. 

“When I come home, I want you on the bed, naked except for your stained panties, I want to see lots and lots of spunk.”

Philippe groaned at his new instruction and at the solid mass still inside him, he felt Silvia start to withdraw it and it left his wetness with a squelch. He opened his eyes weakly and saw Silvia smiling. 

“You don’t want it back in do you?” 

Silvia left it at the tip of his sex and Philippe grabbed it and, holding it with both hands, inserted it back violently inside him-self. 

“You are a naughty little girl,” Silvia whispered and watched amazed as he pumped it in and out of his sex box until he’d come again; he really was insatiable!

Philippe, once finished, rose and collapsed onto the couch, Silvia helped him remove his soaking slip and panties and instructed him. 

“Go and have a shower and get some sleep. I’ll wash these, so you can wear them tomorrow… and when you come back…. Don’t forget… I expect them to be covered in another man’s spunk!”

Philippe walked naked upstairs, he was ashamed of his actions; the pull of this body was overpowering; he was- to all intents and purposes- turning into a whore and Silvia was laughing at him. 

He showered as instructed and tried not to think about the task set for him in the coming days; he quickly fell asleep, exhausted, the vaginal ache had been satisfied, at least for now.

Silvia washed the slip and panties slowly by hand; she felt her body erect, and was excited to see her former master suffer so. She thought about going upstairs and ejaculating over him but decided that enough was enough for one day. She had been pleased with her progress at the office, Marianne the assistant was great, professional and efficient, she was only 33 and was slim and attractive, Silvia wondered if Philippe had ever slept with her. All the business and private accounts were now within her reach and she was enjoying life’s freedom for the first time. Silvia even liked being a man, it was cleaner, more efficient and it was such a relief to have no-one trying to get into her pants all the time! 

In her male guise she could relax, watch and marvel how Philippe was developing in her former body, it was as though he had become what he had always told Silvia she was, and he obviously loved the sensation of being fucked more than she had ever done. 

Silvia finished the outfit and hung it in the bathroom. She climbed the stairs. Philippe was asleep, his long black hair cascading along the pillow and down to the floor, Silvia stroked it before she fell asleep; it felt as though it still belonged to her.

Philippe awoke first and took his bath; he had no feelings of arousal and looked at the panties and slip ready for him. He remembered his task, newly set last night and how yet again he’d lost control of himself. He dried himself and then pulled the panties around his bush and drew the slip over his head until it elegantly hugged his upper body. 

Silvia had left him out a pair of jeans and an old blue sweatshirt and after trying them on Philippe realised that he looked dowdy. He looked in the mirror. 

“This was no good at all,” he thought. 

He needed to be fucked today, he needed to dress accordingly, provocatively; maybe Silvia wanted him to fail, it would give her the excuse she needed to be rid of him? He realised that his salvation of staying in the USA lay in him following Silvia’s instructions to the letter, and while he decided his revenge, that was what he must do.

He changed into a pair of cut off jeans to show off his long legs and a white thin strapped T- shirt, he threw his swimsuit for his workout and a bikini for the beach into a bag and went downstairs. He was just finishing his second cup of coffee when Silvia joined him. 

“Up early darling… you look cool…beach is it?”

Philippe responded by nodding.

“Plenty of men down there for you… Enjoy!” She continued, “Oh and by the way, I’ve a beautician coming tomorrow to show you how to make you face up… we want to show you to your full advantage, don’t we?” 

Philippe just picked up his bag and left, leaving his tormentor behind; he hated Silvia speaking to him so condescendingly. 

“6 O’clock… semen, don’t be late,” she shouted.

Philippe drove the short distance to the pool in a fury but as he slipped on the costume he relaxed, enjoying it tight around him again. He dived athletically into the pool and his body pulsed and charged with energy as he drove it relentlessly up and down the lengths. He sat at the side of the pool after an hour gaining his breath and a black lifeguard walked over to him. 

“You’re fit,” he said. 

Philippe looked into his dark eyes that were watching every inch of his costume as it clung to him and knew exactly what he wanted. 

“You mean, do I want a fuck?” he said coldly.

The lifeguard’s smile vanished, he was taken aback. 

“No offence lady,” he stuttered, “I was just being friendly.”

“Yes,” Philippe replied, “And I’ve got two balls between my legs.”

The guard ran off and Philippe realised the power this body had over men, they were just like he had been; he understood men, maybe the task set by Silvia wasn’t so difficult after all. He undressed in the locker room rubbing him-self until he was fully dry then stepped into the white bikini; the bottoms just covered his mass of pubic hair and his top clearly showed his cleavage. He admired himself and decided that he would have little trouble getting laid today! 

He packed his clothes into his bag, ensuring that he had the panties and slip then walked towards the car ignoring the life guard that was trying to catch his eye as he departed.

Philippe’s plan was to pass himself of as a poor college girl at the beach and after dropping his car back at home let a taxi deposit him near the sands that already were crowded with people.

He found himself a spot where he could be seen and reclined on a sun bed, letting the warm sun’s rays relax him. He felt how little clothing he had on, the white material hardly covering and containing his bushy mound and as he lay back he closed his eyes and realised he was becoming excited, his vagina was pulsing and he wondered why. 

He realised, that he liked the thought of waiting wantonly for man to pick him up, someone who was going to spend his spunk all over him. He felt deliciously dirty and wanted to touch himself but couldn’t with so many people about.

No one approached him and about midday he walked down to the sea and swam briefly; as he emerged he felt his bottoms clinging to him highlighting his sex and dark hair. He noticed two men laughing and looking at him and like a temptress and he smiled at them. The white man of the couple called him over and, playing the part of a stupid college girl Philippe jauntily bounded to them noticing his breasts bouncing in front of him as he did so.

“Hi sexy,” the man said. 

He was short, blonde with a little designer stubble. 

“You definitely have naturally black hair,” he joked childishly.

He stared at the strands of pubic hair that had emerged from Philippe’s bottoms. Philippe felt himself blush and instinctively straightened the damp material himself and went to walk away. 

“Sit down and join us,” said his black friend flashing Philippe a warm smile. 

Philippe relaxed and accepted a cold beer; he sat on the man’s towel whilst the white man continued to ogle his bikini.

“What’s your name?” said the white man.

“Laura,” Philippe replied and stared out to sea.

“I’m Joe,” he replied and sat next to him, “You’re a sexy girl.” 

Philippe felt uncomfortable as the young man’s eyes stayed glued to his breasts.

He giggled however in keeping with his character for the day, made his excuses and left the two ignorant youths.

He returned to his bed deciding that there was ample time to find someone more suitable than these two to fulfil his needs for the day. However there were no other attempts from the other men on the beach to talk to him and as he sat at the bar after changing into his other clothes he realised that it was 4.30p.m. He started to feel his panic rising and knew that to fail on the first day was suicide for him.

Philippe hailed a taxi and was suddenly distracted by an old brown mustang that drew up beside him. 

“Want a lift?” 

It was the couple of boys from the beach and Philippe shrugged and jumped into the back next to Joe. The boy put his hand on his thigh and winked at him. 

“It’s going to cost you!” 

Before Philippe could reply the car was driven at breakneck speed up into the hills where it stopped abruptly on a quiet dusty side road.

Joe had his arm around Philippe’s shoulders and let it fall onto his breasts and felt the nipples react to his rough advances. Philippe then felt him reach for the zip on his shorts and after feigning distaste he allowed them to be removed and waited for the boy to remove his own clothes. Philippe lay on the back seat whilst the white man fumbled and, as his small cock was released from the confines of his trousers the boy ejaculated prematurely, wasting the precious liquid on the faded upholstery.

The black man watched his friend in disgust and laughed. He lowered the seat next to him vertically and he took Philippe’s hand and pulled him into the front until he was reclined fully on the passenger side.

“Joe,” he said in mockery of his friend, “This girl needs proper fucking!” 

He removed his trousers before leaning over Philippe letting his huge erection power out before him.

Philippe just lay back helplessly as the youth pulled his panties to one side and stroked his crack. 

“You’re a horny bitch” he sneered and inserted himself roughly into the bushy softness. 

The youth was fit and hard and Philippe groaned as he pumped him coarsely, harder and harder until he climaxed and released inside him. Philippe made sure all the semen flowed into his panties and sat helpless as the men stroked, explored and insulted him with equal enthusiasm. 

“You’re a whore,” Joe cooed, “I knew you needed fucking… all afternoon…I told you!” 

Philippe looked at him coldly and whispered under his breath. 

“As if you could have provided it!”

Eventually the duo dropped him near to his home and Philippe left them gratefully. 

“See you again,” waved Joe. 

Philippe just muttered, “Fuck off,” as they drove away; he then only realised that he’d not even known the black man’s name!

He ran through the gates of the house and into the hall, it was 5.50 p.m. and Philippe rushed up to the bedroom and lay on the soft duvet leaving on only his soiled slip and panties set. 

“Silvia would be pleased,” he though and listened for her arrival. 

Silvia was 10 minutes late; she came straight upstairs and smiled in satisfaction as she saw Philippe laid out awaiting her inspection. She sat next to him and rolled his panties down to expose his black pubic hair; she shook her head sadly. “I can’t see much sperm… I wanted to see it all over you.”

Philippe’s voice raised in panic. 

“They came inside me,” he muttered and he felt his panties lowered to his knees as Silvia inspected his vagina.

“They?” Silvia repeated questioningly and stroked the naked pink vagina in front of her. 

“They? You little slut, you’ve had two cocks up here…you greedy girl, one would have done!”

Silvia sniffed. 

“I can still smell them on you.” 

She scolded him and rubbed the traces of semen that were at the crotch of her panties between her fingers. 

“But I wanted this all over you… you silly girl,” and pulled his black curly hair threateningly. 

“I’m sorry,” begged Philippe, “I’ll do better tomorrow. 

Silvia removed the soiled panties and held them up like a trophy. 

“I’ll test each pair of panties every day for semen… if any pair have the same semen you will have failed and must face the consequences. Do you understand?”

Philippe nodded helplessly.

“I want you to have a different prick every day, sweetie,” she said sarcastically, “Or even two… you naughty girl,” she went on in mock disapproval.

Philippe lay back, his thighs were apart and he was still aroused although he was desperately trying to hide the fact from Silvia. 

“Have a bath, you tramp,” she said, “I’ll go and make you some dinner.” 

Philippe walked meekly towards the bathroom and watched as Silvia put a pair of black cotton panties for him to wear tomorrow. 

“God, wasn’t there an end to this?” he thought. 

As he lay back in the bath he realised that he needed to re-evaluate how he was going to complete his five day trial; there had to be an easier way than the theatrics of today. He realised that he would have to organise himself better; panicking to find a cock at the end of the day was just not sensible.

He dried himself then dressed in a long sheer negligee, the lace cups hardly containing his breasts. 

He sprayed himself with perfume felt fragrant and refreshed and did not put on any panties, allowing his bushy sex to brush against the fine material.

He went downstairs and Silvia as promised had prepared him food for them. She complimented him on his choice of outfit. 

“You make a lovely girl,” she said. 

Philippe hated Silvia’s continuing condescending treatment of him but smiled falsely and seated him-self at the glass table and leant against the elegant matching chair.

Silvia, even in her new body, could not get out of the habit of preparing food; it relaxed her and was happy to feed her former partner providing him with the energy to fulfil her previous sexual role and obligations. She watched him chew on the steak and potatoes and noticed how his mannerisms were so different to hers, the masculine way he held his knife and fork, the way he sat and held his shoulders. But Philippe was changing, she could see it, day by day the old Philippe was disappearing into the intrigues of her previous body.

Silvia had decided to go out alone that evening. 

“You’ve got tonight to yourself,” she said to him, “I need some time alone. However, the boys and their wives will be here tomorrow, that will give you some thing to look forward to!”

Philippe shuddered, he remembered well the primeval, carnal way they had sexually attacked him and was amazed to feel his vagina pulse with expectation. How could he be excited about the prospect of his former two best friends fucking him, but although he tried to disguise it, he was.

Silvia had not been surprised that the foursome had wanted a repeat performance and had prepared an extra surprise for those prejudiced blonde bitches she so hated. She cleared away and tidied the kitchen before disappearing out of the front door for a bar and some thinking time, it had been a weird week and she was still coming to terms with it.

Philippe was grateful to be alone, for the silence; he took the bottle still half filled with wine and reposed on the settee, in front of the television. He felt the softness of the silk gown draped around him and, being alone he rubbed it against his skin, enjoying the sensation. He finished the wine, opened another bottle and felt him-self drifting into a mild euphoric state of intoxication. The television faded into background noise and his mind drifted of to the week’s events, instinctively he rubbed the material between his thighs and felt it lightly caress his sex, it felt so natural and he was pleased Silvia was not there to tease him.

He pulled the long gown until it bunched around his waist and with his sex organ exposed stroked him-self, until he felt the familiar waves of pleasure running up his female body. He opened his thighs and inserted his finger into his crack until he was wet, he loved the feeling it gave him; it was like being on the edge of a cliff, the edge of lust and desire in his new form. 

He closed his eyes; he imagined a man on top of him thrusting a big cock inside him; he found his clitoris and rubbed it hard. 

“Fuck me, fuck me” he muttered, lost in his erotic haze. 

He opened his thighs wide still rubbing him-self hard, groaned as he reached his climax and then lay back spent and relieved. 

He caught sight of himself in the large mirror as he opened his eyes, his negligee around his hips, his legs apart and his black sex wet with excitement. By himself he was no longer ashamed and watched admiringly as his fingers ran along his crack, he now realised that he’d absolutely no control over this body’s sexual pull at all!           

He turned off the television and re-arranged him-self before finishing the remainder of the wine. He though about tomorrow and decided to make it easier for him-self, no more beach he concluded! 

Philippe went to bed and fell into a deep sleep, he did not hear Silvia return home or stroke his hair gently, Silvia had become fond of Philippe in his female form. She placed the remainder of his outfit in readiness for the morning and went to sleep her-self.

The normal procedure followed upon them both awakening, Silvia dressing for work and Philippe preparing him-self for another day searching for sperm. Silvia heard Philippe phone the club for a ‘lesson’ with Bud. 

“Clever,” she thought.

“Remember,” She told him, “Different semen everyday otherwise it’s…”

She didn’t need to finish Philippe knew the result of failure only too well. The reminder burst Philippe’s bubble a little; he had though he could obtain what he needed from Bud each day; he would just have to be more inventive. 

He attended his morning swim as normal; he always found the experience refreshing and enjoyed the black swimsuit clinging to him like a wet second skin. After he’d finished he walked over to the guard he’d insulted the previous day, “I’ve come to apologise for yesterday,” he said “And to ask if you fancy a coffee?”

The muscular black man was a little taken aback and he tried his best not too leer at Philippe’s breasts that were hanging from the cups of the swimsuit. 

“I’m available in 5 minutes,” he said, “I’ll meet you at the coffee shop over the road.”

Philippe had decided that the guard was tomorrow’s mission and was delighted when, over their drink he was invited for lunch at the man’s apartment the following day. The man’s name was Judd and he bent to kiss him as he left, he felt the experience of a man’s lips on his and it was not pleasurable. Sex was somehow much more impersonal! 

Philippe drove back to the house, his tennis lesson was not until 4 and he had the appointment with the beautician arranged by Silvia. She was waiting for him, a young attractive blonde girl with short-cropped hair; she was called Jane and was infused with the enthusiasm of youth. 

“What beautiful skin and lips you have.” 

She complimented Philippe and showed him all the beauty secrets of applying makeup. Philippe admired the picture of him-self Jane had created with her box of powders and colours and found him-self warming to her effervescent personality. 

“We should go out one night,” Jane commented, “If you can get away from your husband, we’ll have some fun!”

Philippe looked at her young lithe body and didn’t doubt it for a minute. 

“You’re back to see me in a few days we’ll see then,” he replied.

Philippe was at the club at 4.15 p.m. and in the professional’s room at 4.30 exactly. Bud was naked apart from his jock strap as normal and without a word Philippe removed his tennis clothes, leaving on only the panties selected by Silvia and lay with her thighs apart, across the wooden bench. 

“Come on big boy,” he said, “What are you waiting for?”

Bud smiled, removed his jock strap and Philippe gasped as he saw his erection again; in a second it was inside him and he was groaning as the familiar tension inflamed him. Philippe place his hands under the man’s balls and felt the sacs of spunk that he needed over his panties, he squeezed them and heard Bud groan, “You dirty bitch,” he grunted.

He came instantaneously, pouring his seed over Philippe’s belly, panties and thighs and Philippe held his penis fast ensuring that none of the precious liquid escaped him.

He rose, pulled the soiled panties tight around his sex lips, satisfied that Silvia would be placated, then pulled his skirt and top back around his soft body. “Fuck the tennis,” he said to the professional “And by the way… fuck you…you’re fired… I’m getting a new teacher!”

At the 6 O’clock examination Silvia was ecstatic at the hardened semen all over Philippe. 

“Good,” she said, “Now get dressed and prepare for our guests.”

Philippe did as instructed, he bathed then dressed in stockings, panties and suspenders and a short black dress. 

He applied makeup as Jane had showed him and after applying his red lipstick admired him-self in the mirror. He looked beautiful, but also like a tramp, a tart, a prostitute and as he thought of his two friends who would soon be stripping him, fucking him, would be all over him and he shuddered in delicious expectation. 

He did not have to wait long, dinner was soon concluded and he was leading them up the stairs to the bedroom his panties already wet with anticipation. He undressed for them, slipping the dress off then parading in front of them in just his underwear; he loved the sensation of controlling them knowing what they wanted. He teased his panties down exposing his sex and suddenly they were upon him; he lay back on the bed and grimaced in pleasure as they ravaged him.

Silvia had arranged to take the wives for a short drive; he had them until early morning and they were more than willing as they drove into a small motel near the seedier side of town. 

She stripped, blindfolded and tied them again but lay them next to each other in the same room and listened to their squeals of lust as he teased them. 

“Fuck us Philippe… you stud… like last time… don’t tease us it’s not fair.” 

Silvia waited until the whores were wanton then called the brothers in. The women were lying with their thighs splayed apart as the first, then the second brother started to fuck them. Within seconds they were moaning like whores not even realising that they were being fucked by what they thought was the same man at the same time, that was until Silvia removed the blindfolds!

The women gasped at the sight of the two men above and inside them. Betsy went to scream but then only sighed as the cock moved again inside her. Tina did the same and after initial shock they both were soon submissive and they just opened their thighs wider, laid back and let them-selves be fucked.  

Silvia smiled in satisfaction. 

“Don’t like blacks, do you girls? She laughed and watched as the men fucked them harder causing the girls to wrap their thighs around them. 

“You’re going to get a lot of fucking girls,” Silvia cooed, “These boys run a brothel just for blacks and you two are going to be on the menu.”

“Never…never…” groaned Betsy but could do nothing but cry in pleasure as her black stud pumped her again. 

“I don’t think your husband will like these pictures,” Silvia threatened, clicking her camera noisily. 

The men withdrew from the girls and kneeled, their long cocks hovering over their mouths, the girls -reluctantly at first- licked them then sucked them. Then suddenly the mouths that had denounced, every ethnic race was subserviently sucking black cock and loving it. 

The women were fucked all night; after minutes there was no need for restraints and they soon descended into wanting every degenerate form of sex that the men would give them. They proved to be the whores Silvia had always known them to be!

They returned to the house silently early morning, the men had finished with Philippe and everybody seemed content. The men had had a wonderful time with him and the wives had started their descent into the brothels of the black side of town. After the four had departed Silvia went upstairs to bed; Philippe was tired and naked apart from his stockings. 

“Had a good time darling?” She said. 

Silvia stroked the wetness between Philippe’s legs. 

“I think so,” she concluded. 

Philippe fell asleep and Silvia marvelled at what a wonderful world it could be. Revenge was sweet! 

Silvia was gone when Philippe awoke and after bathing he followed his normal routine, today’s panties were beige with a silk bow and they fitted high on his thighs accentuating his shape. He arrived at the pool late and after his swim went, without changing, with Judd to his flat for lunch. He arranged to shower there and emerged from the bathroom with just his panties and a towel wrapped around him. He let the towel slip to the floor and saw Judd’s eyes glued to his crotch.

He saw the bulge in his shorts and walked to him. 

“What’s this?” he whispered and released the man’s erection from the confines of his pants. 

He felt how close to coming the man was and lowered his panties a little so Judd’s erection could sit between his soft vagina and the panty’s material. 

As his penis touched the edge of his crack the man reached his orgasm and the white liquid gushed into the crotch. 

Philippe tried not to laugh; he peeled a banana pulled his dress over his head and went towards the door. 

“Thanks for lunch,” he said, and left.

Philippe lay on the bed at the appointed time and let Silvia examine him again, she inserted her fingers into his panties and felt the rich semen there. 

“Such an obedient girl,” he said.

She rubbed the semen between her male fingers and as she did so brushed Philippe’s clitoris, she sensed and felt he was still wet and aroused. 

“Don’t you ever have enough?” 

She pressed him harder and opened a drawer to remove a dildo. She placed it into Philippe’s soft hands and watched in amazement as he closed his eyes and brought him-self off hungrily to a climax. 

“You are dirty little girl,” She laughed.

The next day Philippe swam and discovered the black lifeguard was having a day off. He went to the mall and soon got talking to a young guy having a half-day from college. Philippe told him what he wanted and they slipped into the empty toilets and soon his pants were full again. Philippe realised that sex, as a girl was easy all you had to do was look good and ask!

Silvia was amazed at the continuing moral decline with Philippe; he proudly displayed his semen stained panties and even laughed when he recalled some of his stories. He was continually on heat, to arouse him was no longer a challenge, there was no longer any need to encourage him to be a whore, he was one naturally. 

Silvia left him that night and went to sit in a local bar, sipping a cocktail and trying to decide what to do for the future. It was not clear and all she could be sure of was that she preferred to be Philippe, and she was beginning to suspect that secretly Philippe preferred being her.

When Silvia returned home the dildo had been used and her partner was dressed in the most sexual and provocative outfit she had. Silvia, in fact, didn’t have to tell him anything; he now dressed, slept, thought and fucked like a woman.

The next day Philippe was due to see Jane at one O’clock and after swimming he drove to her studio flat. 

He wore a tiny white skirt and a pink T-shirt, with no bra; he just enjoyed the freedom of having the minimum of clothes on. Jane’s apartment was above her shop and as the door was open Philippe went inside and waited in the deserted reception. A picture of Jane was on the counter, it showed what an attractive girl she was, deep blue eyes, auburn hair and a slim sexy figure.

Philippe heard a thud and moan from upstairs and without thinking went towards the noise. 

He opened the door and he gasped, Jane was naked and was being attacked by two men. One was holding her hands above her head while the other man inserted his long cock in and out of her. She was lying with her legs apart helpless as the erect penis roughly parted her soft blonde pubic hair.

“What are you doing?” Philippe asked threateningly as if he still had the power and authority of a man. 

The male holding Jane’s arms was small, solid and white and he portrayed an evil grin. 

“We’re fucking the bitch,” he said.

“You’re raping her!” screamed Philippe and threw himself at the man on top of his friend. The man caught his slim wrist and Philippe, in his female weakness, was forced onto the bed beside her new friend. 

The man did not stop his motion of fucking the blonde girl and Philippe could do nothing as he felt his own hands trapped. He noticed that even without being held Jane didn’t try to escape, she just groaned weakly as the man banged his cock into her; she then opened her eyes and looked at Philippe. 

“You’re early,” she mumbled.

Philippe felt the man, lift his own skirt and insert his stubby fingers into his vagina; he tried to struggle but was wet in moments. 

The man holding his wrists raised his top and started to play with his nipples. He tried to suppress a moan of pleasure but he lay on the bed beside his new friend as submissive as she was. 

The man behind him moved above him then between his thighs and roughly inserted his cock into him. Philippe felt like he was being raped and it excited him. He lay on his back alongside Jane and looked up as the first, then the second man fucked him, then Jane, then him again. He loved the sheer physical, decadent pleasure of it and reached a multiple orgasms as they came in him and all over him. 

The men, once satisfied, dressed and left without a word 

“My pals…” Jane said by way of an explanation, “I told you we’d have some fun!”

Jane was surprised Philippe did not want to shower or change after her ordeal but he refused and sat in her studio and received his final make-up session. As he left Philippe made Jane promise that they’d go out one night and start where they’d left off and the young blonde girl looked at him and licked her lips. 

“You love fucking as much as me don’t you? You horny bitch.” 

Philippe smiled at her and shrugged his elegant shoulders; it was a fact he did love fucking.

Silvia applauded Philippe as he displayed his final pair of panties to her, they were literally covered in sperm and after removing them he went to a small new glass cabinet hanging on the wall and put them inside. The item lay amongst the other four pair of panties Philippe had soiled in the last five days and a small bronze plaque was clearly visible. 

It read, ‘Philippe the Whore’ and as Silvia saw him read the inscription she teased him. 

“A permanent reminder of what you are and what you have become,” she said.

Philippe looked at the items spoiled with the essence of all the men he’d been forced to have sex with and vowed that things would have to change, he’d make things change!

“Your reward,” said Silvia, “Is as promised, a week-end free, you can do as you please.

Philippe looked at her surprised. 

“Aren’t you going to ask me to fuck any-one anymore?” he whispered

“Maybe,” replied Silvia, “But I think you’ll do that yourself now anyway.”

Silvia went upstairs packed a small bag and walked to the front door. 

“See you Monday,” she said and disappeared.

Philippe was in shock, the glass cabinet reminded him of what he’d become, but this sudden freedom was even more daunting. He bathed and ignored his feminine form; he had to get some control!

Philippe thought deeply, he could see no chance of escaping the prison of this body and he knew that already Silvia was tiring of the sexual game she was making him play. How could he get some control of his life back? He thought about his business and his solicitor, Walter, yes if he could convince Walter of what had transpired then maybe there was a chance. 

He shot urgently out of the bath and dried himself. He phoned Walter and the man at the end of the line heard his voice. 

“Hello Silvia,” he said, “What can I do for you?”

“I need to see you tonight, Walter,” Philippe stated urgently, “Tonight!”

After some persuading Walter agreed, he was divorced and lived alone, his weekends were sacred but he had a soft spot for Silvia and he relented. Philippe drove down the coast and went through the entrance of the palatial home high on the cliffs overlooking the beach. Walter showed Philippe into the lounge where he perched on the edge of a Spanish cloth settee and crossed his elegant long legs like a lady. 

Walter looked at him quizzically. 

“Well Silvia, I’m waiting.”

Philippe breathed in and breathlessly told Walter the whole unbelievable story, he explained that as implausible as it sounded it was true. He told the chubby man everything, excluding all his sexual exploits, and Walter poured them both a drink and sat on the seat next to him with a look of sincere concern on his face.

“That’s the most amazing story I’ve ever heard,” he said. 

He wiped beads of sweat of his forehead. 

“But before I answer I need to check one thing.” 

“Anything.” 

Philippe felt thrilled that the man had taken him seriously.

Walter moved closer to Philippe; he could feel the softness of his silk robe that hardly contained his bloated small body. 

“Close your eyes,” Walter whispered.

Philippe complied and the odious little man slipped his plump hand under his top and started to play with his breasts.

Philippe jumped in surprise. 

“Just as I thought,” Walter chuckled his body wobbling like a amused jelly, “Philippe certainly never had those.”

Walter sat back on the chair and allowed his robe to open exposing his thick legs “If you think I’m going to fall out with Philippe over a cock and bull story like that you must be mad… I may be prepared to help you a little but you’re going to have to reciprocate.” 

He took one of Philippe’s hands and placed it on his thigh, his meaning obvious.

Philippe jumped up in disgust and slapped his round face hard. 

“You bastard… You men you’re all the same!” 

He ran out of the house the irony of his latest hysterical outburst lost upon him.

Walter rubbed his face still smarting from Philippe’s slap and chuckled to himself. 

“Definitely not Philippe in drag,” he laughed. 

Philippe drove home in a furious temper; he reached the house, climbed the stairs and burst into tears as he threw himself on the bed. He was inconsolable and it was only after an hour when he caught sight of his reflection in the ornate bedroom mirror and he saw again Silvia’s divine female form that he remembered that he was not Philippe any more. He was Silvia and if he wanted to get out of this mess then he had to use every use of the obvious female assets he now had at his disposal. 

He showered and put an a white cotton slip and matching panties, even without Silvia’s prompting he loved dressing as a woman, the feel of the soft material next to his skin. 

He realised that maybe he wanted to stay as a woman but regain the money and power he once had. 

“How could he achieve it?” he thought.

He poured himself a whisky sat on the bedroom balcony and thought; he thought until his brain ached, then suddenly he screamed in excitement, he had the answer! Walter wanted him, or should he say Silvia’s body, finally he had a weapon; he would use her own body against her to get what was rightfully his.

Philippe picked up the phone. 

“Walter,” he said softly.

“Yes,” the odious man replied.

“Walter, I’m sorry,” Philippe said, trying to sound sincere. 

“You were right, it is a ridiculous story. Will you help me? I’ll do… anything!”

The line went quiet, very quiet.

“Anything Walter, please.”

The man cleared his throat. 

“Can you be here at midday tomorrow and we’ll discuss it?”

“Thank you Walter,” he gushed, “I’ll see you then.”

He put the phone down and Philippe downed his drink in celebration, his time would come again even in a woman’s body; his mind was still superior to Silvia’s!

He ate sparingly and being alone he drank more than his body could consume, he felt randy and pulled the cotton panties against his crack. He climbed the stairs drunkenly and hoped Silvia had not hidden the big black dildo. He liked being a woman! 

He lay on the bed and pulling his panties to one side stuffed the hard plastic cock inside him; he turned on the battery and murmured weakly in pleasure, he liked being a woman a lot!

Philippe awoke late and spent the morning bathing in sweet smelling water and preparing himself for Walter. He dressed in black stocking, suspenders and a short red dress with no bra, he applied just a little too much make-up and admired himself in the mirror; he looked like a whore! 

“Perfect,” he thought.

He arrived exactly at 12p.m and Walter greeted him in a gaudy check, short sleeve shirt that highlighted his belly and double chin. 

“Hi Walter,” Philippe said enthusiastically. 

Philippe sat on the white leather settee in the centre of the wooden floored, open plan lounge and tried to look and sound pathetic. 

“You know how horrible Philippe is to me?” he said desperately trying to force tears to form in his soft face, “I want it to stop.”

Walter waddled over to the settee and sat next to her putting his plump hand on his shoulder. 

“I know,” he said “And I want to help.”

Philippe looked at him forlornly, “But what can you do?” he said ensuring the man could see his shapely legs exposed by his dress riding high on his thighs, “What can you do?”

Philippe saw the man staring at his chest and his face colouring a bright shade of red and he opened his thighs a little so the tip of his suspenders could be seen, “I’ll do anything Walter,” he whispered.

Walter licked his lips and Philippe saw the sweat start to build on his podgy face. “I can prepare a document,” he grimaced squeezing Philippe’s shoulder. 

“Power of attorney, when he signs it you’ll have control of every thing…I can do it so it’s …permanent.”

Philippe raised his dress further fully exposing his panties. 

“That’s so exciting Walter, can you really do it?”

The man’s eyes were bulging, his face crimson. 

“You know I want to help you Silvia.”

Philippe stood up and removed his dress, letting it slide to the floor. 

“Undo my bra Walter,” he said urgently.

Walter clumsily undid the clip, struggling with his stubby fingers and Philippe’s breasts fell forward. 

“Will you do it Walter,” he gushed embracing the man until his face was against his bosom. 

“Yes Silvia,” he stuttered, “I…”

Philippe dropped to his knees felt for the man’s erection and removed it from the confines of his oversize grey trousers. He pulled them and his shorts off and tried to pretend that he wasn’t as repulsive as he was.

His erection was small and fat, like him, and Philippe licked it like a prostitute then placed it in his mouth. 

“You will… help me Walter?”

The man groaned and stroked Philippe’s hair. 

“Yes Silvia” he gasped, “I promise.”

Philippe felt the man getting excited, he was now fully erect and Philippe stopped sucking him and after removing his panties lay across the white settee provocatively. 

“Then fuck me Walter and cement our agreement.”

The man needed no second invitation and after kneeling between his thighs embedded himself inside Philippe’s voluptuous body. 

Philippe felt the man’s weight on top of him, his belly and his smell of body odour and he was embarrassed that the situation, as disgusting as it was, was exciting him! But Walter was no lover and before Philippe had a real chance to savour the erotic seediness of his fucking the man groaned, came and collapsed on top of him, nearly crushing him.

Philippe feigned an orgasm. 

“That was wonderful Walter,” he said, “When…can I get the document?”

The fat man rolled onto the floor and tried to catch his breath. 

“Two weeks,” he said, “I promise.”

Philippe started to dress; he did it slowly, provocatively ensuring that the man savoured every second. 

“When I get the document Walter, we’re going to do so much more,” he lied. Walter seemed to blurt out in sudden panic as if realising what he had agreed to do. 

“I can’t get him to sign it, Silvia… you’re going to have to do that!”

Philippe extricated himself from the small man and smiled as he left the house “No problem Walter, no problem.” 

Inside however he knew it was a problem, how was he going to get her to sign it? He needed that signature badly; he had to work out how it could be done.

But such problems were for another day, Philippe was happy, for the first time in weeks he was happy, his plan was working and he felt like celebrating but was not quite sure how. He remembered Jane and the men they had shared, he found her number and rang her on the mobile as he drove along the coast road. Philippe felt the wind pull at his hair and his cheeks glow from the combination of the setting sun and the speed of the sports car, he looked out at the bright colours of the far horizon and realised that it was good to be alive. 

“Hello,” he heard Jane’s voice.

“Hi it’s …Silvia,” he said “Fancy a night out?”

“Does a dog like to fuck?” she said crudely.

Philippe smiled, she was definitely on his wavelength. 

“Come to my house about 7.30,” he said.

“Great,” squealed the voice on the end of the phone, “We’ll have a ball.”

Philippe showered, changed into a towelling robe and waited for Jane, who arrived punctually and twirled in excitement showing off her short provocative black dress. 

“We’re going to have so much fun she giggled.” 

Philippe poured her a glass of wine and showed her around the house. 

“It’s cool” she whistled and Philippe smiled. 

“And soon it would be his again” he promised himself.

It was still early and they sat in the lounge consuming wine and talking aimlessly until the conversation turned to sex. 

“I just love it,” the blonde girl cooed, “I love everything.” 

She finished her drink. 

“I love going out not knowing who is going to fuck me, who is going to put their cock in me, smear me with their come.” 

She shivered in excitement and Philippe felt his own body, respond.

He was aroused and forgetting himself told the girl some of his exploits over the last few weeks. 

“You trollop,” she laughed “You’re worse than me!”

Philippe changed at 9p.m, he chose a tiny black pair of panties, matching stockings and suspenders and a short beige skirt. He chose then a small black top that pulled his breasts together and displayed his ample cleavage.

He put a black choker with a diamond stud around his neck and sprayed himself profusely with the most expensive perfume; he was ready and admired himself in the mirror. 

His reflection confirmed that he was a sexy, beautiful, dirty woman; he liked the feeling, it was almost inexplicable but his new body was literally surging with life. Jane came out of the bathroom, her make-up immaculate, she was wearing a tight white bra and silk cami-knickers with matching stockings and suspenders.

She put a pink wrap mini skirt around her and a sparkling sequinned top that left her midriff exposed, she looked sensational. 

The girl went over to Philippe and touched up his make-up caressing his face and painting his lips with a fierce red colour, she slipped one of her delicate manicured fingers into Philippe’s mouth and smiled. 

“Show me what you’re going to do tonight you sex-pot!” she teased.        

Philippe sucked it in a mock demonstration of his oral expertise and they both squealed in childish laughter. But Philippe’s juices had started to flow, the preparation; the clothes, conversation and wine had combined to emphasise his already raging libido. 

He thought about Walter and the document, his revenge on Silvia and felt wonderful. 

“Anything goes tonight,” said Jane and Philippe nodded in agreement; he was entitled, he’d earned it today!    

They caught a taxi to ‘Champer’s,’ a bar serving only champagne, within seconds of them entering and being seated a complimentary bottle was placed at their table.

Philippe revelled in his role as a temptress, he raised his glass to the men that had sent the drink over for them and after a further bottle they had walked across and were sitting next to them. They were well dressed but a little fat; but they were however obviously wealthy and even though Philippe had had his own money in his previous life as a man, as a woman he found the scent of money exciting.

Jane was engrossed in conversation with her partner; he was dark-haired and swarthy and as the blonde girl drank more champagne her dress rose higher and higher exposing her long elegant legs. Philippe was now also merry from the sparkling clear liquid and did not object as his companion, a balding oriental man, placed his hand high on his thighs. 

“I thought we were going to ‘Xavias’ for a dance.” 

Philippe slurred the question and Jane suddenly realised that the night was still young pulled her short dress back down realising that her panties were displayed for all to see. 

“Thank you boys,” she said sweetly, “It’s been fun, Silvia and I have to go…maybe we’ll see you later?” 

The men told them that they were staying at the best suite in the Hilton and told them that they would keep a bottle chilled for them. They were cool, men of the world and knew the smell of easy money would tempt these women back to them.

The girls departed and the disco they went to was dark, hot and full of life; they hardly left the dance floor and Philippe felt how his new body seemed to pulse with the base beat of the music.  A tall black African man was dancing besides him, he was strong and athletic and they seemed to drift together towards the dark recesses at the back of the club. 

The music changed to a soft slow beat and suddenly Philippe was in his arms feeling the hardness of his body, the stranger’s erection tight against his thighs and the thin panties just under his ever rising dress.

Philippe heart and body was racing and he felt the man’s hands on his bottom pressing his hips hard against his bulge. Philippe let himself be pushed back against a wall in a darkened alcove and grimaced as the man slipped his fingers in his panties. He was soaking in sweat and excitement and pulsed limply as he heard the man unzip his trousers. 

He felt the erection released then groaned as it roughly brushed past his sodden panties and lodged itself deep inside his vagina. Philippe could do nothing more than open his thighs and grunt quietly as the man fucked him. He was so big and powerful and in spite of himself Philippe relished this terrible degradation. The man’s speed increased and as Philippe’s body convulsed to an orgasm the man grunted loudly and released huge volumes of thick sperm inside him.

Philippe closed his eyes and leant against the wall in shock and exhaustion; the man withdrew from him re-tied his trousers and disappeared into the heat and darkness of the night. 

“God,” thought Philippe feeling his body still surging, “I really am a tart.”

Philippe bought a drink re-gathered his breath and went to look for Jane who seemed to have disappeared. He searched the club to no avail until he found a spiral staircase that seemed to lead upstairs to private rooms.

He opened one of the doors gingerly and as he looked inside he saw a familiar pair of pink panties wrapped around the ankles of his friend, and a large white ass between her thighs pumping her remorselessly. Philippe walked in to the room just as Jane was groaning noisily to an orgasm. 

Philippe had just had sex but could feel that he was once again turned on by his friend’s sordid behaviour.

The man felt the girl climax and stopped his motion and slowly withdrew his huge erection from inside her until Philippe could see all but the very tip that was outside Jane’s soaked vagina. The man suddenly noticed Philippe and smiled; his face slim and handsome framed with bleach blonde hair. 

“You want some too?” he queried.

Philippe blushed and shook his head, but his knees felt weak and he sat down on to the small black couch by the door. In an instant the man had left his present conquest and his erect naked body was beside Philippe. 

“I’m just waiting for Jane,” Philippe said pathetically.

The man said nothing to him but pushed him back onto the seat and as his dress raised, lowered his panties in a single movement. 

“Then wait on your back…You bitches are all the same,” he said crudely and without any foreplay he pushed his erection inside Philippe and fucked him with complete disdain and disrespect.

Philippe loved the seediness and vulgarity of his actions, he came just before the man collapsed on top of him and released his seed inside him. 

He opened his eyes to see Jane, naked apart from her pink panties standing over him with her hands on her hips in mock disapproval. 

“Find your own cock,” she said, “You’re such a little slut.”

The man left almost immediately and after dressing Philippe and Jane returned to the club, finished the remainder of the champagne and almost by telepathy and instinct the agreed that the night was not yet finished. They persuaded one of the waiting chauffeurs to drop them into town and within half an hour they were walking calmly into Hilton Hotel. A phone call was made and they entered the private lift to the suites and as the silver doors glided open they sauntered boldly into the opulent surroundings beyond.      

The men they had met earlier in the bar were there as were seemingly endless bottles of champagne and girls in every shape colour and size. 

“I want a bath,” said Jane unashamedly. 

Without waiting for an invitation, removed every article of her clothing took a glass of champagne and slipped silently into the bubbling Jacuzzi in the corner. Philippe instinctively did the same and they were soon both sipping the clear sparkling liquid whilst the warm water teased and cleansed their naked bodies.

Two of the men came to join them; the fat man with the bald dome and the large black trunks sat close beside him. 

“I think you whores can put on a show for us,” he drawled letting a huge cigar play on his mouth. He motioned to Jane who slid over to Philippe and put her arm around his slim shoulders. 

“What does he mean?” Philippe said nervously.

He felt Jane’s soft lips on his. 

“Don’t be such a tease,” she whispered “It’ll be fun.”

Philippe liked the sensation of Jane’s body near his and let himself be led from the warmth of the Jacuzzi to a large nearby bed where Jane started to use a small blue towel to dry him and caress him.

She let the towel rub against his sex and Philippe was soon lying prostrate with his thighs apart whilst Jane licked his vagina and teased him. Suddenly their world of pleasure was invaded; the fat man rose from the bath and after removing their trunks stood by the bed. 

“Hold her arms while I fuck her,” he instructed Jane.

Philippe had never been treated like this in his whole life and the degradation and lack of any power or control was overpowering, he lay helpless as Jane held his arms softly and the fat man knelt between his thighs and started to fuck him. 

The man was rotund and ugly but as he felt him inside his body he seemed strong and virile, Philippe groaned in pleasure and the man rode him harder and faster. Jane stroked his hair and teased him. 

“You whore… Silvia,” she mocked him  “Come for Jane, come for… Janie!”

Philippe felt the girl’s hands on his face and breasts and could stand no more, he groaned to a massive orgasm before the fat mad tensed and released his come. 

The man breathed in and left him then wandered off into the flat without conversation and the other man walked over and instructed Philippe to hold Jane while he meted out the same sexual release as his friend had given to him.

Philippe did as he was told and held the blonde girl’s hands and arms lightly and watched in fascination as the much more slightly built man started to fuck his friend. 

He could clearly see the man’s long slim penis rhythmically pumping in and out of her and he stroked her hair and body to help her to reach a deep and mournful orgasm as the second man released himself. They both finally lay on the large bed alone, they were exhausted and degraded by the men’s complete disregard for them but in a strange sort of way they were happy, relieved and they both fell into a deep sleep.

Philippe awoke with the first light creeping through the large glass windows and looked in bewilderment at the mass of bodies still dormant. He dressed quickly and, leaving Jane to her slumber left the apartment and caught a taxi home. He felt strange; it was as if he was skulking away, embarrassed at how he had behaved.

As quiet of the city in the clear early morning dissolved to the winding roads leading to his house he reflected honestly to himself on the previous evening. He had to admit that he had never had so much fun in his whole life. 

‘Fun,’ it was a word he had never experienced, as a man, his life had been built on lust, a drive for money and power, but ‘fun’? It was a new and wonderful experience and sensation, an insatiable aphrodisiac.

Philippe watched as his home came into vision, he concluded that he was beginning to love being a woman, a beautiful woman, he loved the clothes the sensuality, the feel of sex, a cock inside his young female body. Most of all though he was beginning to enjoy the power he had as a woman, to know that men wanted him, desired him, he was learning he could get what he wanted from men!

He paid the taxi and opened the door of the house, his house; he knew that he now wanted to live his life as a woman but not under the constant threat and power of Silvia. He had to get back control of his money and possessions and he hugged himself for starting the process with Walter.

Silvia would not be back until tomorrow and whilst Philippe relaxed into the bath he resolved to progress the plan he’d started. He would become exactly what Silvia wanted, had asked him to be, her sexual servant; he would not argue any more but try to ingratiate himself with her, that way, cleverly, she would leave him free to plan the final acts in the recovery of his finances, his revenge!

Philippe was tired but decided that an early morning swim would be beneficial and invigorating and both the costume, the water and the adrenaline pumping around his body revitalised him.  A new blonde lifeguard called Danny was chatty and Philippe, feeling the pull of his tight wet costume around him again accepted his invitation for coffee. Danny bought him the drink at the small diner opposite the water centre and it turned out that he had the keys to Judd’s apartment. They were there in minutes and with his new confidence Philippe took the sexual lead with the young man. He removed his clothes and lay on the small bed, his thighs wide apart. He instructed him how to please him and lay back in satisfaction and pleasure as Danny performed oral sex on him. Philippe had no morals or insecurity any more and he pulled the man’s blonde hair as his face was buried between his thighs.

To his shock Philippe saw Judd return early into the apartment and the black man stood watching them curiously, Philippe decided that he would have some fun, he was shameless. He took hold of Danny’s cock and pulled and teased it mercilessly until the man came and spent his sperm down his thigh.

The black man stripped down to his shorts lay down on the bed next to them and without conversation Philippe extricated himself from the embraces of Danny and walked the few paces over to him. He lowered his shorts releasing the huge erection that sprang out from it and without a word he straddled him and firmly lowered his soaking vagina on to it.

The man stayed motionless and Philippe started to fuck himself just for the pure physical pleasure; he looked at Danny lying exhausted and speechless just a few feet away and smiled at him. 

“You’re a nice guy Danny,” He teased him, “But this cock is so much bigger that yours.”

Philippe saw the distress and upset in the young man’s face and it excited him. He realised that he could be just as much as a bastard as a woman as he had been as a man!

Danny watched in morbid fascination as Philippe continued to fuck himself uncontrollably on his associate, up and down his breasts flopping and bouncing around against his female body. He arched back in pleasure extracting every inch of pain and pleasure out of the steely flesh inside him. Finally he reached his orgasm and trembled in relief and he could do nothing but comply as the black man made him kneel in front of him and perform oral sex on his long black cock until he came, ejaculating his white seed over his mouth and face.

Philippe recovered however, almost instantaneously; he wiped himself with some water from the sink and looked at the two young men who were glaring at each other in hatred. 

“Thanks boys,” Philippe heard himself say tritely “It’s been fun.” 

He dressed quickly into his jeans and shirt grabbed his bag and ran out into the gathering heat of the morning. He was excited, elated, he knew the men were about to argue, to fight, over him! It was unbelievable, intoxicating he had power, real power and he was just beginning to realise its’ potential.        

Philippe visited the lingerie shop on ‘Rodeo’ and chose an exquisite see through mid length gown with matching lace panties. He felt his body warm at the thought of pulling the article on, sensing the soft material caressing his body. He convinced himself that dressing up was only part of his master plan but it was more than that, even if he was not yet fully ready to admit it to himself.  

He spoke to Walter who swore to him undying love and promised to deliver the document in two weeks, Philippe spoke to him earnestly provocatively and promised him the night of his sexual life on production of the paperwork. He put the phone down and revelled in the day’s brightness and heat, the wind as it ruffled his long hair as he drove: he was in charge, focussed; it was all going to plan!

Silvia had struggled with her emotions all weekend, she had driven down the coast to a small fishing village and as she looked out into the small harbour, the small white boats moving slowly, effortlessly, hardly disturbing the smoothness of the water, she wondered what to do. Philippe had become a whore almost without any effort on her behalf and although she still found his ongoing servitude enjoyable it was not enough for her. Silvia realised that Philippe had brought his own perverted attitude into her previous body and the results had been devastating for him, even if her former master was not yet fully aware of it 

Silvia had no desire to change back to her former self, she enjoyed the power and independence of her new body, being a man was infinitely better for the moment than being a woman. She missed the softness and sensuality of her former self but realised that the change had been a gift to her and she could not afford to waste it. In the quiet and serenity of the coastal town she started to get her priorities in order and realised that she wanted to return to the Philippines to help her family; she had not seen them for so long. The idea mulled in her mind and on the long drive home she resolved to make the journey in the next few weeks and use constructively some of her new found wealth.

As she drove through the gates of her home she wondered for the first time in three days about Philippe and how he was getting on; she was amazed to find him in the kitchen preparing a meal dressed in nothing more than a thin, short new grey negligee. 

“Hello sweetie,” Silvia smiled condescendingly, “You look lovely.”

Philippe turned to her and smiled, trying to look natural. 

“I know you’re trying to be funny, but in you absence I have decided to accept my new role, I will not fight you any more Silvia.”

Silvia looked at her former self suspiciously.

“I like being a woman,” Philippe whispered, “You know I do. I’ll serve you, dress for you, prostitute this body for you but don’t send me away. I like my life here.”    

Silvia walked over to him and stroked his long black hair, his nipples became pronounced immediately and Silvia stroked his sex lips through the fineness of the thin material, she sensed his wetness and desire.

She pushed him to his knees and motioned her to unzip her trousers, her erection sprang out and as he had promised Philippe sucked it expertly and with feeling. “You have learnt a lot,” Silvia said drawing her breath sharply, “At least I know if I send you to the brothels you’ll be a valuable asset.” 

The thought of Philippe’s continued degradation excited her and she came, cascading her male essence into the painted, red mouth of her former self.

She stroked his soft, head in triumph. 

“It’s not taken you long to surrender your body and soul, Philippe,” she sneered, “I’ll monitor your progress and see.” 

She grabbed Philippe’s hair viciously “But if you step out of line?” she snarled.

“I know Silvia,” Philippe said timidly “I will be a good…”

“A good girl,” said Silvia laughing “A good little, whorish girl.”

Philippe nodded, his black eyes were frightened and pleading Silvia had won!

Silvia ate the meal prepared by her former master with relish and watched how Philippe’s mannerisms were more gentile and refined; he was losing nearly all of his mental masculinity and mannerisms now as well as his previous physical loss. They retired to bed together and slept, both too exhausted for further adventures and Silvia awoke to find Philippe’s mouth fast around his penis again. She lay back and pulled the duvet back to reveal her former torturer with his mouth full of her long fleshy cock. He withdrew it from his oral crevice and, kneeling above Silvia, hitched up his new negligee until his bushy black sex was revealed. 

“This is what I am now,” he said softly to Silvia. 

He let his fingers tease himself and Silvia saw his juice flowing from his vagina, he was so horny and excited, it was not an act!

Philippe slowly lowered his hips until Silvia’s erection was snug inside him and he let his vagina squeeze it to extract pleasure from it. He moved slowly then as if losing his mind, faster and faster until as if in a dream. Silvia could not control herself and released inside him as Philippe groaned gutturally to a climax. 

“I told you Silvia, “ he said breathlessly as he collapsed back onto the bed, “I will do as you wish!”

Silvia was convinced and decided mentally against any further punishment or tasks for Philippe at the moment; she went down to breakfast and Philippe followed soon after dressed in a beige pair of tight fitting shorts and a small tank top exposing his brown belly. 

“Is this OK Silvia?” he asked innocently, as Silvia looked him up and down. 

“You really are a little tramp Philippe, aren’t you?” she said.

Philippe laughed and nodded and provocatively undid the buttons on his shorts to show a mini pair of pink panties underneath. 

“Do you want them stained Silvia?” he said breathlessly.

Silvia looked at him, his black bush visible under the tiny garment He was aroused already, and she was amazed and disgusted at the same time. 

“Do as you want… you whore… you seem to want them stained a lot more than I do!”

Silvia left for work and Philippe, left now to his own devices, congratulated himself on his small victory; he had convinced Silvia that he had been forced into submission and now he had the time to develop his plans, things were beginning to turn his way. 

He looked at himself however, his small pants were still open and his panties were still on show with his coal black pubic hair underneath, he shivered, Silvia was correct he did want them stained!

The subsequent fortnight forged a new relationship between them, Philippe the dutiful, sluttish wife and Silvia, becoming increasingly disinterested in his continuing sexual exploits. Philippe was no longer a challenge for her and it was becoming far more difficult for her to gain any satisfaction at Philippe’s continuing slide. It no longer excited her emotionally or sexually and it no longer aroused her to witness Philippe’s shame. The more abuse and degradation she heaped upon her former master the more he seemed to enjoy it, he seemed beyond shame or any moral boundaries whatsoever.

Finally Silvia informed him that she was leaving the following day for a week abroad, he did not tell him she was returning to the Philippines, and she watched in disbelief at the concern on her previous face. 

“Not for too long,” Philippe said helplessly, “What will I do?”

“I’m sure you’ll entertain yourself,” Silvia said dismissively and after a quiet night focussing only on her week ahead in her own country she left early for the airport leaving Philippe to his own devices.

Philippe was ecstatic when he awoke and found himself alone. He had dressed in a sheer lace negligee for Silvia to soil and fuck him in but she seemed to have lost interest in that side if their relationship and he would have to find it elsewhere. He had spoken to Walter; the document was all but ready but he had to get Silvia to sign it; that was the crucial factor, how was he going to do it?

The only chance lay with Marianne his former secretary, he knew that she had always had a soft spot for Silvia and he would have to hope she still did so. He decided to phone her from the comfort of the bathroom. 

He now liked to admire his body in the long mirrors and loved his sex, the shape the black hair framing it; it was his to treasure. He was alone and opened his thighs and saw the shape of his lips, his crack, he was aroused just at the sense of it and touched himself provocatively as if in anticipation of a long hard cock entering him.  

He lay in the bath and dialled the office number on the portable phone. Marianne was pleased to hear from him and readily agreed to meet for lunch that afternoon. Philippe was pleased and as he put the phone down he slipped his fingers into the white silky waters and teased himself to a slow sensual orgasm, he was in charge now!

Philippe dressed casually but still ‘sluttish’ for the lunch date, a short white dress, no bra and a white G-string and as she walked into her former office he caught his reflection in one of the oriental mirrors, he liked what he saw and projected. Marianne smiled as she saw him, she was dressed smartly in a cream suit, with a matching blouse and as normal her blonde hair was short but well cut, she was attractive but somehow, in a masculine sort of way.

She offered Philippe coffee and as he sipped the hot liquid he admired her piercing blue eyes, her thin angular face and slim physique, she had always been a remarkable woman even, as just his former secretary. He was pleased that she still wore the diamond earrings that he had given her for Christmas and it was the only adornment on her.

“Are you ready to go?” she asked Philippe softly. 

He nodded and they said nothing further until they were both seated in a popular downtown restaurant overlooking the park. They ordered drinks and during the wine and the salad they started to relax. 

Philippe sensed Marianne moving ever closer to him on the concave soft seating. “I’m so pleased to see you Silvia,” she gushed, “You look so lovely.” 

She admired his short dress and long legs now so close to her hand.

She let her fingers wander aimlessly around Philippe’s back and pretended to read the label inside. 

“Expensive Silvia… he likes you to dress like a whore doesn’t he?”

“You shouldn’t be speaking to me like that Marianne,” said Philippe reproachfully, secretly delighted that they seemed to be getting on so well. 

“I only came in for a chat.” 

“He doesn’t care about you,” Marianne continued draining the remnants of her wine, “Not like I do.”

“You mustn’t tell me this Marianne,” Philippe stuttered “Especially as you know how fond I am of you.”

Philippe felt Marianne’s hand on his thigh. 

“No I can’t,” he said feigning reluctance.

“You can Silvia,” she whispered encouragingly and after quickly paying the bill led Philippe to her car. 

“He’s away for the week, come on I’ll have the afternoon off and you can talk to me, tell me what’s on your mind… And I’ll tell you what a bastard that Philippe really is.” 

Marianne drove the short distance to her apartment. A small exclusive condominium overlooking the beach and Philippe couldn’t believe his luck, Marianne obviously like him… Silvia, a lot! 

The apartment was small but beautifully furnished and Philippe sat on the beige settee and admired the vast array of ornaments and artefacts.

Marianne passed him a glass of wine and sat next to him and Philippe noticed how her piercing blue eyes burned into his own. 

“Here’s to you,” she whispered. Philippe felt strange, the wine and the fulfilment of his plan were intoxicating and he felt himself nestle into the comfort of the soft chair.

“You should be at work Marianne,” he said trying to be cool.

“Fuck work!” she replied and before you say it, “Fuck Philippe as well…I’ve seen how he’s treated you, what he’s got planned for you I’m so angry and…”

“And what?” Philippe said innocently.

“And jealous,” said Marianne and she shyly put her arm around Philippe’s delicate shoulders.

Philippe felt genuinely attracted to Marianne, he knew her, liked her and sensing his compliance the girl became more confident.

She stroked his hair. 

“I like you Silvia,” she said. 

When she saw Philippe respond to his touch she rubbed his shoulder then let her fingers fall onto his breast, then nipples and breathed out in satisfaction when she felt them erect. 

“I knew you were like me,” she whispered “Men are such bastards, you need me… and I need you.”

She slipped her fingers under his dress and then bravely inside his panties where his vagina was rich with passion and his juices. 

“Mm,” she murmured “What a lovely pussy.” 

She smiled as she felt Philippe thighs widen and his breathing become short.

Marianne stroked then licked Philippe’s most sensitive parts with the sensitivity only a woman knows and Philippe lay back completely compliant and submissive. 

“You’re too good for him,” she whispered, “I want you.” 

She licked him deep in his vagina and Philippe grimaced in pleasure. 

“I want you all to myself.”

They both removed their clothes and Philippe admired his secr

etary’s body, it was slim and lithe with a mass of brown hair between her thighs. She lay back on the couch, positioned Philippe head between her legs and stroked his hair as Philippe performed oral sex on her. 

“Good girl Silvia,” she groaned opening herself wider for more penetration, “Now harder, harder.” 

Philippe felt her slap his bottom lightly as if to control him and he commanded his tongue to provide more pressure against her soaking sex.

Marianne was enjoying herself, this was a dream come true for her; she had always cared for Silvia but now? 

“I love you,” she whispered and sensing her nearing a climax Philippe gasped. 

“I love you too Marianne.”

Philippe didn’t love her at all but he had to admit how much he was enjoying her. He lay there feeling her tongue on him and her hands over him and revelled in the new sensation. He enjoyed giving and receiving pleasure from her and as they both reached their own climax she put her arms around her former secretary in a gesture of warmth.

They lay together for an hour saying little but sharing each other and then Philippe rose and showered, he realised he had nothing to wear as his clothes were wet and strewn on the floor. Marianne saw him drying himself and threw a skimpy white bra and panties set onto the bed. 

“Put these on” she said. 

Philippe complied and sensing Marianne watching every move pulled the panties provocatively around his black bush making them show the shape of her mound. “Still horny are you, you bitch?” she said. 

Philippe laughed and put on the short blue dress Marianne had also provided for him.

Marianne showered as well, dressed casually in a smart grey tracksuit and drove them both to dinner at a quiet unpretentious restaurant along the coastal road. Philippe had quickly realised that Marianne wanted, needed to be the dominant partner and he was happy to play along with the role she wanted from him. 

Dinner and two bottles of wine seemed to drift by without either of them noticing and they walked arm in arm along the nearby beach watching the beauty of the sun setting over the ocean; casting its magical paintbrush, just for them. 

“Isn’t this heaven?” Marianne whispered and Philippe squeezed her arm as if to agree.     

They sat on the sand still warm from the day’s heat and Marianne opened up her heart to him. 

“I hate the way Philippe treats you,” she gushed expressively. “I dread the thought of him sending you back home, to…”

“The brothels,” Philippe said calmly, as if it was a normal everyday option, “You know about that?”

“Yes” said Marianne “And how he treats you.” 

She stroked his long black hair again lovingly. 

“I want to protect you Silvia,” she said tenderly.

Philippe slipped his hand into hers and whispered. 

“Maybe we can find a way together.”

Marianne literally beamed happiness at Philippe’s reaction to her and kissed him passionately, Philippe didn’t know if it felt better or worse to be kissed by a woman or a man but responded as if he had genuine affection for her.

They lazed for the remainder of the evening and Marianne slowly got more and more confident with him, it was clear the she too wanted to control him, or at least his female body. On the drive back to her flat Philippe felt her hand between his thighs, her fingers brushing against his panties. 

“I’m going to stick my tongue deep inside this soon,” she whispered and smiled as she sensed Philippe’s juices start to flow. 

She slipped her fingers inside her and felt her wetness. 

“You dirty little girl, take them off,” she ordered. 

Philippe did so immediately and squirmed in the seat as Marianne teased his sex lips all the way back to her home.

As they walked through the door she was all over him, teasing caressing, loving him for hours and it was not until late into the night that he could finally surrender to some sleep. He was exhausted but pleased, delighted! He was now confident that once he had the document from Walter, his new lover would trick Silvia into signing it. He only had to keep her happy!

When Philippe awoke he was alone and he found a note from Marianne explaining that she was at work and to meet her at 6p.m at her place ‘If she wanted?’ 

Philippe decided that it was a good idea and after showering and dressing sat in her kitchen and rang Walter at his office.

The chubby man was delighted to hear from him and promised that the documents would be ready by Friday, there were two documents in total. One giving Silvia, control of the business and the accounts, and one giving Silvia the rights to reside in the United States. Walter told him that he would need photographs and certain forms completed and Philippe spent the rest of the day completing these tasks. He dropped them of at Walter’s office as arranged and walked in casually to see him.

The man was beaming and placed his fleshy arm around his waist. 

“Friday night at my place,” he whispered threateningly “I know Philippe’s away…we’ll conclude our contract,” he said. 

His little eyes bulged excitedly and Philippe took his thick hand and smiled brilliantly at him. 

“I’ll be saving myself Walter,” and laughed as the man stroked his bottom as if in anticipation. 

“Patience Walter,” Philippe teased him, “I’m going to give you the time of your life.” 

He reached down to the man’s trousers and felt his penis spring to attention, “You’re such a tiger,” she cooed at him, “Friday; documents…and me!”

Walter winked at him as he left and Philippe felt a rush of adrenaline surge through his body, his plan was real, it was within his grasp, it was all too exciting. 

Marianne called him on the mobile as he left the office it was 6.30p.m. 

“Where are you?” she demanded urgently, “I’m waiting!”

Philippe found himself apologising but he didn’t really know why. 

“I’m sorry, I lost track of the time, I’m coming now.”

Marianne exploded in temper. 

“Don’t bother,” she said.

Philippe felt himself panic. 

“No please… I’m sorry.” 

He was desperate, he needed her to complete his plans, 

“Please,” he begged. 

He heard the girl on the end of the phone relax. 

“OK, Silvia but I’m going to punish you for being late.”

Philippe had no idea what she meant but as he sped toward her flat then walked up to her door he realised how excited he was, the subterfuge combined with the sex was a heady, intoxicating mix.

Philippe walked into the open flat and saw Marianne sprawled out on the couch with only a white towelling robe around her. 

“Come in Silvia,” she said “And say you’re sorry.”

Philippe whispered softly, “I’m sorry I was…”

“No,” she scolded him, “Say sorry properly.” 

She opened her robe letting the coarse material fall away from her body and opened her naked thighs wide exposing her thick bushy pubic hair. She stroked her crack slowly. 

“Properly Silvia,” she commanded.

Philippe bent down to her and as instructed placed his head between her thighs and licked her lovingly. 

“Take your clothes off you silly girl,” she whispered and Philippe discarded them instantly feeling the heaviness of his breast flop against him.

Marianne lay back as Philippe serviced her, she grabbed his hair roughly as his tongue eased in and out of her finally bringing her to a fulfilling orgasm. She exhaled in pleasure and released Philippe’s long black mane. 

“Good girl,” she complimented him, “But you mustn’t be late again.”

Philippe shook his head, feeling his hair, brush against his bare shoulders and allowed himself to be placed on, then over, Marianne’s knee like a naughty schoolgirl. 

She stroked his naked bottom then without warning slapped it hard as Philippe gasped. 

“No, please,” but the woman hit him again then let her fingers stay and play with his wet vaginal lips.

Philippe felt how excited and turned on he was and he writhed in lust to her sensual touch. She rolled him onto the floor and opened his thighs wide, his sex open for her pleasure and amusement. She left him for a moment then returned with a huge black plastic cock hanging between her legs. 

“This is for you,” she said breathlessly. 

Philippe said nothing but felt his body tense as the black dildo entered him, and groaned as she moved her hips to create the sensation of her fucking him. 

“You little whore,” she teased him, “I’m going to fuck you from now on!”

Philippe bit his lip as the waves of pleasure built up inside him and screamed without shame as he came to his first orgasm. Marianne left the long inanimate object, still, inside him and squeezed his big breasts. 

“Like that did we?” 

Philippe nodded and closed his eyes as she started to move her hips again and the familiar pleasure inside him recommenced.

They both showered and Philippe found himself enjoying her company although he reacted against her becoming more and more in control of him. She had bought him a new mini dress and pair of tiny white G-string panties; she liked him to dress sexily, to please her, she wanted clearly to be the master in their relationship.    

Over the next few days Philippe recognised that Marianne treated and spoke to him as if she were the man in their romance. She dressed him; called him darling and Philippe played along, enjoying the attention and care. 

Marianne was an excellent and compassionate lover and Philippe revelled in her rough treatment of him, he found himself, at moment of high passion, uttering words of love to her.

They spent the nights together and as their minds and bodies became more and more entwined Philippe found the courage to tell her about the documents. 

Her reaction surprised him, 

“You’re not so innocent after all?” she teased him. “Yes of course I’ll get him to sign them… he signs what I want him to. Then…then we can leave this town, we’ll have his money… we can be together.” 

Philippe kissed her passionately and realised that it was something that he wanted desperately as well.    

Walter phoned on Friday as arranged and Philippe put on stockings, suspenders, black panties and a short wrap around skirt, he was leaving nothing to chance!

As he arrived at the man's’ beachside house and entered the lounge he saw the documents on the table and he picked them up, flicking through them. 

“You clever man,” he gushed. 

Philippe slowly removed his clothes and watched as the man’s eyes bulged with lust, he had forgotten about Marianne and he wanted to please this grotesque man for providing him with an escape route. He left his stockings and suspenders on and discarding everything else kneeled in front of Walter extracting his stubby erect penis. 

He kissed and licked it passionately. 

“You clever man, Walter,” he cooed watching as the man closed his eyes and groaned in pleasure. 

Philippe realised that the man could not control himself for long and ceased his oral pleasure pulling the man on top of him. 

“Fuck me Walter, hard… you deserve me… fuck me!”

The man grunted as he inserted his penis inside him and, as Philippe had anticipated did not last long before he released his essence inside him, unable to cope with Philippe’s urgent thrusts.

“You are wonderful Walter,” Philippe whispered. 

He picked up the papers and dressed. 

“Just wonderful.” He kissed the exhausted man on the tip of his bald, head and walked confidently towards the door. 

“Don’t tell him it was me!” The fat man wailed beginning to realise what he’d done. 

“He’ll kill me!”

Philippe just smiled at him innocently. 

“Trust me Walter, I’ll look after you!”

Philippe literally jumped for joy before seating himself back in his car, the documents, the precious documents giving him his passport to freedom, away from Silvia, were there on the passenger seat beside him. She could keep his former, male body, hers’ was infinitely more desirable, but now he could get his money and independence back as well. 

He was soon in Marianne’s apartment and she whistled softly as she read the documents. 

“You’ll have everything you deserve,” she gasped and laughed, “And that bastard Philippe will get everything he deserves.”

“He sure will,” Philippe giggled as he revelled in the exquisite irony of the situation.

Marianne told Philippe that she could get the paperwork signed on Monday when Philippe returned and would meet him on Tuesday at the airport to begin their new life together. 

“It’s just too perfect,” she whispered as Philippe snuggled in her arms, “ You… and all that money as well!”

Silvia caught the plane in from the Far East late on Sunday night and Philippe was in bed at home waiting for her. 

“How was it?” he asked trying to sound genuinely interested. 

Silvia ignored him and the new sexy outfit he was wearing; she collapsed into bed to sleep the jetlag out of her system.  

Philippe awoke first; he looked at himself in the mirror and was genuinely aggrieved that Silvia had not even noticed the new negligee he had worn. 

He was worried that she did not want him and was surprised at his sense of rejection and mild disappointment. He stripped and relaxed in a warm bath, his reluctance to touch himself was now a distant memory and he let his ankles lean on either side of the bath and stroked his most sensitive areas in an endless pursuit of his own pleasure.

It had been a month since the change and as the flow of his body quivered and vibrated around him, rousing his senses once again Philippe realised just how much he relished being a beautiful young woman.  

He reflected that he had enjoyed his time with Marianne but knew that he did not really want her, in some ways she was no better than he had been with Silvia and, he wanted his own freedom. 

Freedom to explore his sexuality, more men, more sex! He shivered at his thoughts, he was so depraved but he loved it but he had to keep his concentration, he had to get Marianne to get the documents signed, today!

Philippe looked at his mass of black pubic hair between his thighs and resolved that he would give himself completely to Silvia tonight, their last night before he disappeared forever with the money and Marianne, well maybe not with Marianne? He had yet to decide.

He swam as usual in the early morning and noticed how the black guard watched him closely from his room as he glided through the empty pool. His body was literally pumping adrenaline and at the end of his workout he walked over to the man and after entering the room closed the door behind him. He looked him directly in his dark eyes and allowed his wet costume to fall to the floor dramatically; he needed him now! 

The man watched as if bewitched and not moving from his small wooden chair allowed Philippe to release his erection and without so much as a word between them, to fuck himself on him as he sat. 

It felt so good to have a solid cock inside him again after Marianne’s dildo, and Philippe worked himself shamelessly to his climax. 

The man came almost together with him and as he recovered and slipped his costume back around his shapely body he spoke quietly to him. 

“I will not be seeing you again,” he said and watched in satisfaction the disappointment on the young man’s face. 

“Don’t miss me too much!”

Philippe walked theatrically away and after changing into jeans and a T shirt spent the rest of the day shopping, just waiting for the call, Marianne’s call! 

It came through at 3.30p.m. 

“It’s done” she gushed excitedly, “You’re free, we’re free. See you at 12a.m at the airport… I’ll tell Philippe I’m having the day off.” 

Philippe let out a shrill squeal of girlish joy and then composed himself, he had to get through one more night; then he would be free of Silvia, forever!

Philippe heard Silvia come home and her footsteps on the stairs and he called to her and she entered their bedroom. 

She was dressed in a grey suit and saw her former self spread-eagled on the bed in just a navy-blue, silk slip. 

“I’ve a treat for you,” Philippe said and raised the thin material to reveal his mass of black pubic hair. 

“I want to shave it,” he whispered, “I don’t want to hide my womanhood any more.”

There was a bowl and a razor by the bed and after spraying foam on her pubic hair Philippe drew the razor to his crotch to commence the process of the removal. Silvia licked her lips and sat on the bed next to him. 

“Let me do the honours,” she said and Philippe lay back whilst Silvia carefully removed every trace of genital hair from him.

Sylvia worked slowly enjoying every second and she apologised profusely to Philippe when she accidentally cut one of his fingers as he went to brush some hair from his thigh. Silvia quickly scraped up the blood, placed it in a container to ensure it did not stain the sheets and after washing the last remnants of cream off Philippe she sat back and admired his pink, hairless genitals.

She took some cream and rubbed it around the mound profusely, Philippe just moaned in pleasure and she sat him up on the bed and held a small mirror in front of him between his thighs. Philippe looked at his sex as if for the first time, his crack was long and thin and he squirmed as Silvia touched it and drew his lips slightly away from his snug home. 

“You love this Philippe?” Silvia said practically, and Philippe just grimaced and closed his eyes.

“Marianne would go wild when she saw him,” he thought.

“I accept what I am,” said Philippe quietly and let his own fingers enter his new pink hole. 

“I like it,” he admitted, “I love my little cunt!” 

Silvia smiled. 

“I’m still going to treat you like a whore,” she said, “You deserve it.”

“I do,” replied Philippe, “But I’ll do anything you want, just let me stay with you… I’ve prepared dinner for us.” 

He gushed as if trying to ingratiate himself to Silvia, he appeared to have lost all fight and self respect. 

“Let me go and serve it.” 

He rose, put on a pink negligee and matching panties and disappeared downstairs.

Silvia showered, put on a bathrobe and entered the dining room to see a sumptuous banquet laid out for him. 

“You have been busy,” she commented, enjoying seeing just how feminine and domesticated her former torturer now was.

They opened champagne, Silvia drank to her conquest of her former master and Philippe drank to his freedom, only a few hours away. Philippe consumed far to much of the sparkling liquid and after eating and acting outrageously he vaguely remembered Silvia carrying him up to the safety of their bedroom and fucking him with a passion and vigour he had not felt from her previously. Philippe sensed her grounding into him, his former body ejaculating inside him and then he fell into a sleep a deep, unusually familiar, senseless sleep where he dreamt his freedom was there, tantalisingly, just a whisper away. 

He awoke excited, but with an aching head, the bed next to him was empty and he figured Silvia had gone to work early as normal. He felt strange, familiarly strange; it was a sensation he had felt but once before and suddenly, he started to panic. 

He touched himself. Where was the softness he knew so well? 

He was rough, hairy, masculine, he threw the sheets back and ran into the bathroom where his reflection confirmed his worse fears; he was the real Philippe once again, in mind and body. 

He threw his head back and felt a guttural scream build up inside him, it started somewhere deep within his soul and when it erupted out of his mouth it sounded like the wounded cry of a wild animal. He was Philippe, it was unarguable, the body, the male unfulfilling body, staring at him in the mirror was his own and it was more than he could bear. He wailed uncontrollably, the sound resonating around the room, the house, and according to shocked neighbours up to half a mile beyond!         

Silvia, the real Silvia sat back on the greyhound bus and wondered how Philippe and Marianne were enjoying the reality of the day. Her experience of going to the Philippines had been moving and although she had not met her former family she left them anonymously a small fortune, a Philippine fortune anyway. She realised then that her time with Philippe was limited and she could not believe her good fortune when her secretary clumsily left her the 2 documents to sign.

She had read them through thoroughly after sending Marianne for an early lunch. The rest of the subsequent events, with the razor, the blood; the full moon seemed to fit in as though it had been pre-ordained. 

She had transferred the money in all accounts to a new Swiss account in her personal name and the visa and green card meant that Philippe could not touch her any more. She was free, released and as the bus drew ever closer to New York she pondered her future with a new zest and enthusiasm.  

In the year that followed Silvia found herself, the real person inside her. 

She set up a centre for Philippine children and threw herself into her chosen task with relish. She heard that Philippe after unsuccessfully trying to trace her had been made bankrupt and was last seen in Mexico where he underwent a sex change operation. He was now living somewhere in Los Angeles as Phillippa and Silvia often had to smile privately at his complete reversal of fortune. 

Philippe had loved the sex as a woman too much; it had overpowered him and although the loss of money had been a blow, the loss of his new sexuality had destroyed him.

Silvia however, had not had sex or in fact any relationship at all since that last night with Philippe, she still felt like a woman but the experience and power of being a man had made her confused, resulting in her obsession with her Philippine foundation. 

She had become quickly famous for her humanitarian efforts and at the end of that year received an invitation from the Whitehouse to attend an award ceremony in recognition of outstanding service to the ‘Third world’.

Billy Bob Jenkins was the President, a famous philanderer and womaniser and almost throughout her visit to the reception and the award ceremony she felt the man’s brown bulbous eyes upon her. Billy Bob had a reputation, he loved and craved sex, his list of conquests was legendary and more than 10 women had tried to expose his crass chauvinistic treatment of them. 

Nothing stuck to him however, not the ‘teflon’ President, it was a man’s world and Billy Bob knew how to play the game. 

But Silvia had no time to dwell on that, she had enjoyed the day, her award and as she went to depart she felt uplifted and proud that her genuine hard work was being recognised. 

One of the President’s aides quietly took her to one side and informed her that the Billy Bob would like to see her privately in the Oval office.

She was honoured and allowed herself to be led down the immaculately decorated hallways and into the famous Oval room where the President was resting his feet on the rich mahogany desk. 

“Sit down,” he drawled and Silvia waited as the door behind her closed leaving them alone.

“You’re a wonderful girl,” he said complimentarily. 

“Also very beautiful.” 

He was trying to charm her and Silvia feigned a blush of modesty. 

“Thank you,” she whispered.

“I’d like you to come next Wednesday for… dinner, Silvia,” he said awkwardly.

“Dinner?” queried Silvia suspiciously.

“Well actually sweetheart,” he said dryly, “I’m going to fuck the little Philippine ass of you!”

Silvia pretended to be shocked but she smiled anyway and the President, gaining confidence rose, walked towards her and placed his hand on her bosom.

“You don’t mind darlin’?” he whispered, “Don’t ya’ know it’s an honour to let your President fuck you?”

Silvia shook her head slowly; Wednesday was the last day of the month and her mind raced. 

“Can I bring my lucky ivory mirror?” she asked innocently, “ I always travel with it.” 

Billy Bob roared with laughter “Sure honey,” he guffawed “But you won’t have time to look at yourself ‘cause you know what I’m gonna do with you!”

Silvia blushed but held her ground and the date with the President was confirmed.

She left the White House shortly afterwards and when she reached her office she placed a discreet call to a famous whorehouse that specialised in providing sexual services for the local politicians. 

She had an interview and was accepted on the books, she signed a contract, took the cheque offered and made arrangements to start the following Thursday, the house was run by the Mafia and there was now no escaping the month’s contractual, sexual obligations. She had told them that she wanted all the dirty, kinky jobs, it was ‘her thing’ and she wanted to experiment.

The days passed and suddenly it was Wednesday, she was being driven along the boulevard to the White House, the mirror cushioned between her shapely legs. 

It was nearly, dusk and the historic building looked resplendent, in rich shadings of white, grey and silver.    

She was excited, could feel her body surging, the experience as a man had given her the taste for power, far more than she’d been prepared to admit. Power and control; she realised that was the ultimate aphrodisiac for her. 

As she walked up the elegant steps at the rear of the building she felt her lingerie and short black dress brush against her, she wondered if Billy Bob would like it; if he would like his new job working as a whore for the Mafia? 

She looked at the darkening sky, the full moon, bright and clear. She thought about the massive aid that would be shortly on its way to the Philippines. She threw her long black hair back against her bare shoulders, thought about Philippe and laughed out loud; she knew she would just love running the world!

The End
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